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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  following  Poem  is  partly  founded  on  an 

incident  recorded  in  the  Scottish  annals  of  the 

fourteenth  century.     The  alteration  in  the  lady's 

name,  which  was  Elizabeth  Moore,  was  necessary 

on  account  of  the  rythm. 


VOL.  IV. 


TO 


Mr  JOHN  GRIEVE. 


If  I  knew  man  on  earth  that  loved  me  more, 

Or  more  approved  my  wayward  minstrelsy, 

Beshrew  my  pen,  so  prone  to  rhyming  lore, 

If  it  should  dedicate  this  book  to  thee : 

But  when  I  think  of  all  thy  truth  to  me, 

And  love,  though  sorely  tried,  that  ne'er  gave  way, 

At  once  all  thoughts  of  loftier  patron  flee. 

Slight  is  the  gift ;  for,  need  I  blush  to  say, 

That  never  song  of  mine  had  seen  the  day, 

But  for  thy  friendship  and  unchanged  regard  ? 

To  thee  I  owe  them — How  shall  I  repay 

My  more  than  brother  ! — all  thy  poor  reward 

Is  this,  thy  favourite  lay,  of  thy  too  favoured  Bard. 
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VOL.  IV. 


INTRODUCTION. 


1. 

Thou  Queen  of  Caledonia's  mountain  floods, 
Theme  of  a  thousand  gifted  Bards  of  yore, 
Majestic  wanderer  of  the  wilds  and  woods, 
That  lovest  to  circle  cliff  and  mountain  hoar, 
And  with  the  winds  to  mix  thy  kindred  roar, 
Startling  the  shepherd  of  the  Grampian  glen  ! 
Rich  are  the  vales  that  bound  thy  eastern  shore, 
And  fair  thy  upland  dales  to  human  ken ; 
But  scarcely  are  thy  springs  known  to  the  sons  of  men. 


4  MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 

2. 

O  that  some  spirit  at  the  midnight  noon 

Aloft  would  bear  me,  middle  space,  to  see 

Thy  thousand  branches  gleaming  to  the  moon, 

By  shadowy  hill,  grey  rock,  and  fairy  lea  ; 

Thy  gleesome  elves  disporting  merrily 

In  glimmering  circles  by  the  lonely  dell, 

Or  by  the  sacred  fount,  or  haunted  tree, 

Where  bowed  the  saint,  as  hoary  legends  tell, 

And  Superstition's  last,  wild,  thrilling  visions  dwell  ! 

3. 
To  Fancy's  eye  the  ample  scene  is  spread, 
The  yellow  moonbeam  sleeps  on  hills  of  dew, 
On  many  an  everlasting  pyramid  / 

That  bathes  its  grey  head  in  celestial  blue. 
These  o'er  thy  cradle  stand  the  guardians  true, 
The  eternal  bulwarks  of  the  land  and  thee, 
And  evermore  thy  lullaby  renew 
To  howling  winds  and  storms  that  o'er  thee  flee : 
All  hail,  ye  battlements  of  ancient  liberty ! 
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4. 

There  the  dark  raven  builds  his  dreary  home ; 
The  eagle  o'er  his  eyrie  raves  aloud ; 
The  brindled  fox  around  thee  loves  to  roam, 
And  ptarmigans,  the  inmates  of  the  cloud ; 
And  when  the  summer  flings  her  dappled  shroud 
O'er  reddening  moors,  and  wilds  of  softened  grey, 
The  youthful  swain,  unfashioned,  unendowed, 
The  brocket  and  the  lamb,  may  round  thee  play : 
These  thy  first  guests  alone,  thou  fair,  majestic  Tay ! 

5. 

But  bear  me,  Spirit  of  the  gifted  eye, 

Far  on  thy  pinions  eastward  to  the  main, 

O'er  garish  glens  and  straths  of  every  dye, 

Where  oxen  low  and  waves  the  yellow  grain ; 

Where  beetling  cliffs  o'erhang  the  belted  plain 

In  spiral  forms,  fantastic,  wild,  and  riven ; 

Where  swell  the  woodland  choir  and  maiden's  strain, 

As  forests  bend  unto  the  breeze  of  even, 

And  in  the  flood  beneath  wave  o'er  a  downward  heaven. 
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6. 

Then  hold  thy  visioned  course  along  the  skies, 
O'er  fertile  valley  bounded  by  the  sea, 
Girdled  by  silver  baldrick,  which  now  vies 
In  broadness  with  the  ocean's  majesty; 
Where  pleasure  smiles  and  laughing  luxury, 
And  traffic  bustles  out  the  live-long  day ; 
Where  brazen  keels  before  the  billows  flee — 
Is  that  the  murmuring  rill  of  mountain  grey  ? 
Is  that  imperial  flood  the  wildered  Grampian  Tay  ? 

7.      . 
Far  on  thy  fringed  borders,  west  away, 
Queen  of  green  Albyn's  rivers,  let  me  roam, 
And  mark  thy  graceful  windings  as  I  stray 
When  drowsy  day-light  seeks  her  curtained  dome. 
Fain  would  a  weary  wanderer  from  his  home, 
The  wayward  Minstrel  of  a  southland  dale, 
Sing  of  thy  mountain  birth,  thy  billowy  tomb, 
And  legends  old  that  linger  in  thy  vale  ; 
To  friendship,  and  to  thee,  is  due  the  simple  tale. 
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8. 

Old  Caledonia !  pathway  of  the  storm 
That  o'er  thy  wilds  resistless  sweeps  along, 
Though  clouds  and  snows  thy  sterile  hills  deform, 
♦Thou  art  the  land  of  freedom  and  of  song ! 
Land  of  the  eagle  fancy,  wild  and  strong  ! 
Land  of  the  loyal  heart  and  valiant  arm  ! 
Though  southern  pride  and  luxury  may  wrong 
Thy  mountain  honours,  still  my  heart  shall  warm 
At  thy  unquestioned  weir,  and  songs  of  magic  charm. 

9. 
O,  I  might  tell  where  ancient  cities  stood ; 
And  I  might  sing  of  battles  lost  and  won ; 
Of  royal  obsequies,  and  halls  of  blood ; 
And  daring  deeds  by  dauntless  warrior  done. 
Since  Scotland's  crimson  page  was  first  begun, 
Tay  was  the  scene  of  actions  great  and  high  : 
But  aye  when  from  the  echoing  hills  I  run, 
My  froward  harp  refuses  to  comply ; 
The  nursling  0f  the  wild,  the  Mountain  Bard  am  I. 
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10. 

I  cannot  sing  of  Longcarty  and  Hay, 

Nor  long  on  deeds  of  death  and  danger  dwell ; 

Of  old  Dunsinnan  towers,  or  Birnam  grey, 

Where  Canmore  battled  and  the  Villain  fell. 

But  list !  I  will  an  ancient  story  tell, 

A  tale  of  meikle  woe  and  mystery, 

Of  sore  mishaps  that  an  Old  Sire  befell, 

Wise  Dame,  and  Minstrel  of  full  high  degree, 

And  visions  of  dismay,  unfitting  man  to  see. 

11. 
And  thou  shalt  hear  of  Maid,  whose  melting  eye 
Spoke  to  the  heart  what  tongue  could  never  say — 
A  maid  right  gentle,  frolicsome,  and  sly, 
And  blithe  as  lambkin  on  a  morn  of  May  ; 
Whose  auburn  locks,  when  waving  to  the  day, 
And  lightsome  form  of  sweet  simplicity, 
Stole  many  a  fond  unweeting  heart  away, 
And  held  those  hearts  in  pleasing  slavery. 
Woe  that  such  flower  should  e'er  by  lover  blighted  be ! 


INTRODUCTION. 
12. 

But  ween  not  thou  that  Nature's  simple  Bard 

Can  e'er  unblemished  character  define ; 

True  to  his  faithful  monitor's  award, 

He  paints  her  glories  only  as  they  shine. 

Of  men  all  pure,  and  maidens  all  divine, 

Expect  not  thou  his  wild-wood  lay  to  be  ; 

But  those  whose  virtues  and  defects  combine, 

Such  as  in  erring  man  we  daily  see — 

The  child  of  failings  born,  and  scathed  humanity. 
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CANTO  FIRST. 


Clje  ^tmttnjg;* 


ARGUMENT. 

God  prosper  long  our  noble  king, 

Our  lives  and  safeties  all  ! 
A  woeful  hunting  once  there  did 

In  Chevy  Chase  befall: 
To  drive  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn 

Earl  Percy  took  his  way  ; 
Tfie  child  may  rue  that  is  unborn 

The  hunting  of  that  day  I 


MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


CANTO  FIRST. 


©?)e  Smntutfl* 


1. 

HASTE,  ranger,  to  the  Athol  mountains  blue ! 
Unleash  the  hounds,  and  let  the  bugles  sing ! 
The  thousand  traces  in  the  morning  dew, 
The  bounding  deer,  the  black-cock  on  the  wing, 
Bespeak  the  rout  of  Scotland's  gallant  King  ; 
The  bearded  rock  shouts  to  the  desert  hoar ; 
Haste,  ranger  ! — all  the  mountain  echoes  ring, 
From  cairn  of  Bruar  to  the  dark  Glen-More, 
The  forest's  in  a  howl,  and  all  is  wild  uproar ! 
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Canto  I. 


% 

O  many  a  gallant  hart  that  time  was  slain  ! 

And  many  a  roebuck  foundered  in  the  glen  ! 

The  gor-cock  beat  the  shivering  winds  in  vain  ; 

The  antlered  rover  sought  his  widowed  den  ; 

Even  birds  that  ne'er  had  seen  the  forms  of  men, 

But  roosted  careless  on  the  desert  doone, 

An  easy  mark  to  ruthless  archer's  ken  ! 

No  more  they  whirr  and  crow  at  dawning  boon, 

Far  on  their  grizzled  heights,  contiguous  to  the  moon  ! 


Where'er  the  chase  to  dell  or  valley  neared, 
There  for  the  royal  train  the  feast  was  laid ; 
There  was  the  monarch's  light  pavilion  reared ; 
There  flowed  the  wine,  and  much  in  glee  was  said 
Of  lady's  form,  and  blooming  mountain  maid  ; 
And  many  a  fair  was  toasted  to  the  brim  : 
But  knight  and  squire  a  languishing  betrayed 
When  one  was  named,  whose  eye  made  diamonds  dim  ! 
The  King  looked  sad  and  sighed !  no  sleep  that  night 
for  him  ! 
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4. 
The  morning  rose,  but  scarce  they  could  discern 
When  Night  gave  in  her  sceptre  to  the  day, 
The  clouds  of  heaven  were  moored  so  dark  and  dern, 
And  wrapt  the  forest  in  a  shroud  of  grey. 
Man,  horse,  and  hound,  in  listless  languor  lay, 
For  the  wet  rack  traversed  the  mountain's  brow : 
But,  long  ere  night,  the  Monarch  stole  away ; 
His  courtiers  searched,  and  raised  the  loud  halloo, 
But  well  they  knew  their  man,  and  made  not  much  ado. 

5. 

Another  day  came  on,  another  still, 

And  aye  the  clouds  their  drizzly  treasures  shed ; 

The  pitchy  mist  hung  moveless  on  the  hill, 

And  hooded  every  pine-tree's  reverend  head : 

The  heavens  seemed  sleeping  on  their  mountain  bed, 

The  straggling  roes  mistimed  their  noontide  den, 

And  strayed  the  forest,  belling  for  the  dead, 

Started  at  every  rustle — paused,  and  then 

Sniffed,  whistling  in  the  wind,  and  bounded  to  the  glen. 
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Canto  I. 


6. 
The  King  was  lost,  and  much  conjecture  past ; 
At  length  the  morning  rose  in  lightsome  blue, 
Far  to  the  west  her  pinken  veil  she  cast ; 
Up  rose  the  fringed  sun,  and  softly  threw 
A  golden  tint  along  the  moorland  dew : 
The  mist  had  sought  the  winding  vales,  and  lay 
A  slumbering  ocean  of  the  softest  hue, 
Where  mimic  rainbows  bent  in  every  bay, 
And  thousand  islets  smiled  amid  the  watery  way. 

7. 
The  steeps  of  proud  Ben-Glow  the  nobles  scaled, 
For  there  they  heard  their  Monarch's  bugle  yell ; 
First  on  the  height  the  beauteous  morn  he  hailed, 
And  rested,  wondering,  on  the  heather-bell. 
The  amber  blaze  that  tipt  the  moor  and  fell, 
The  fleecy  clouds  that  rolled  afar  below, 
The  hounds'  impatient  whine,  the  bugle's  swell, 
Raised  in  his  breast  a  more  than  wonted  glow. 
The  nobles  found  him  pleased,  nor  farther  strove  to 
know. 
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8. 

The  driver  circle  narrowed  on  the  heath, 

Close,  and  more  close,  the  deer  were  bounding  by ; 

Upon  the  bow-string  lies  the  shaft  of  death ! 

Breathless  impatience  burns  in  every  eye ! 

At  once  a  thousand  winged  arrows  fly ; 

The  greyhound  up  the  glen  outstrips  the  wind ; 

At  once  the  slow-hound's  music  rends  the  sky, 

The  hunter's  whoop  and  hallo  cheers  behind ! 

Halloo !  away  they  speed  !  swift  as  the  course  of  mind ! 

9. 
There  rolled  the  bausined  hind  adown  the  linn, 
Transfixed  by  arrow  from  the  Border  bow ; 
There  the  poor  roe-deer  quakes  the  cliff  within, 
The  silent  greyhound  watching  close  below. 
But  yonder  far  the  chesnut  rovers  go, 
O'er  hill,  o'er  dale,  they  mock  thy  hounds  and  thee  ; 
Cheer,  hunter,  cheer !  unbend  thy  cumbrous  bow, 
Bayard  and  blood-hound  now  thy  hope  must  be, 
Or  soon  they  gain  the  steeps,  and  pathless  woods  of  Dee. 
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10. 
Halloo,  o'er  hill  and  dale  !  the  slot  is  warm  ! 
To  every  cliff  the  bugle  lends  a  bell ; 
On  to  the  northward  peals  the  loud  alarm, 
And  aye  the  brocket  and  the  sorel  fell : 
But  flying  still  before  the  mingled  yell, 
The  gallant  herd  outspeeds  the  troubled  wind ; 
Their  rattling  antlers  brush  the  birken  dell ; 
Their  haughty  eyes  the  rolling  tear-drops  blind ; 
But  onward  still  they  speed,  and  look  not  once  behind ! 

11. 

The  Tilt  is  vanished  on  the  upland  grey, 
The  Tarf  is  dwindled  to  a  foaming  rill ; 
But  many  a  hound  lay  gasping  by  the  way, 
Bathed  in  the  stream,  or  stretched  upon  the  hill ; 
The  cooling  brook  with  burning  jaws  they  swill, 
Nor  once  will  deign  to  scent  the  tainted  ground : 
The  herd  has  crossed  Breriach's  gulfing  gill, 
The  Athol  forest's  formidable  bound, 
And  in  the  Garcharye  a  last  retreat  has  found. 
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12. 
One  hound  alone  has  crossed  the  dreary  height, 
The  deep-toned  Jowler,  ever  staunch  and  true. 
The  chase  was  o'er ;  but  long  ere  fell  the  night, 
Full  thirty  hinds  those  gallant  hunters  slew, 
Of  every  age  and  kind  ;  the  drivers  drew 
Their  quarry  on  behind  by  ford  and  lea : 
But  never  more  shall  eye  of  monarch  view 
So  wild  a  scene  of  mountain  majesty 
As  Scotland's  King  beheld  from  the  tall  peaks  of  Dee. 

13. 
On  grey  Macduich's  utmost  verge  he  stood, 
The  loftiest  cone  of  all  that  desert  dun  ; 
The  seas  afar  were  streamered  o'er  with  blood ! 
Dark  forests  waved,  and  winding  waters  run  1 
For  nature  glowed  beneath  the  evening  sun ; 
The  western  shadows  darkening  every  dale, 
Where  dens  of  gloom,  the  sight  of  man  to  shun, 
Lay  shrouded  in  impervious  magic  veil ; 
While  o'er  them  poured  the  rays  of  light  so  lovely  pale. 
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14. 

But  O  what  bard  could  sing  the  onward  sight ! 

The  piles  that  frowned,  the  gulfs  that  yawned  beneath ! 

Downward  a  thousand  fathoms  from  the  height, 

Grim  as  the  caverns  in  the  land  of  death ! 

Like  mountains  shattered  in  the  Eternal's  wrath, 

When  fiends  their  banners  'gainst  his  reign  unfurled — 

A  grisly  wilderness !  a  land  of  scathe  ! 

Rocks  upon  rocks  in  dire  confusion  hurled ! 

A  rent  and  formless  mass,  the  rubbish  of  a  world. 

15. 

As  if  by  lost  pre-eminence  abased, 
Hill  behind  hill  erected  locks  of  grey, 
And  every  misty  morion  was  upraised, 
To  speak  its  farewell  to  the  God  of  Day : 
When  tempests  rave  along  their  polar  way, 
Not  closer  rear  the  billows  of  the  deep, 
Shining  with  silver  foam,  and  maned  with  spray, 
As  up  the  mid-way  heaven  they  war  and  sweep, 
Then,  foiled  and  chafed  to  rage,  roll  down  the  broken 
steep. 
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16. 
First  died  upon  the  peaks  the  golden  hue, 
And  o'er  them  spread  a  beauteous  purple  screen ; 
Then  rose  a  shade  of  pale  cerulean  blue, 
Softening  the  hills  and  hazy  vales  between : 
Deeper  and  deeper  grew  the  magic  scene, 
As  darker  shades  of  the  night-heaven  came  on ; 
No  star  along  the  firmament  was  seen, 
But  solemn  majesty  prevailed  alone 
Around  the  brows  of  Eve,  upon  her  Grampian  throne. 

17. 
Steep  the  descent  and  rugged  was  the  way 
By  which  the  Monarch  and  his  Knights  came  down, 
And  oft  they  groped  and  stumbled  on  the  brae, 
For  far  below,  on  vale  of  heather  brown, 
The  tents  were  reared,  and  fires  of  evening  shone : 
The  mountain  sounds  had  perished  in  the  gloom, 
All  save  the  unwearied  Jowler's  swelling  tone, 
That  bore  to  trembling  stag  the  sounds  of  doom, 
While  every  cave  of  Night  rolled  back  the  breathing 
boom. 
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18. 
The  impassioned  huntsman  wended  up  the  brae, 
And  loud  the  order  of  desistance  bawled ; 
But  aye,  as  louder  waxed  his  tyrant's  say, 
Louder  and  fiercer,  Jowler,  unappalled, 
Across  the  glen,  along  the  mountain  brawled, 
Unpractised  he  to  part  till  blood  was  seen — 
Though  sore  by  precipice  and  darkness  galled, 
He  turned  his  dewlap  to  the  starry  sheen, 
And  howled  in  furious  tone,  with  yelp  and  bay  between. 

19. 
Well  known  that  spot,  once  graced  by  Sovereign's  sleep, 
Still  bears  it  the  memorial  of  his  name ; 
The  silver  torrent  played  his  vesper  deep, 
The  mountain  plover  sung  his  loud  acclaim : 
Inured  to  toil,  and  battle's  deadly  flame, 
The  Stuart  rose  the  son  of  health  and  might. 
Ah !  how  unlike  the  bland  voluptuous  frame 
In  this  unthrifty  age,  that  takes  delight 
To  doze  in  qualms  by  day,  and  revel  out  the  night ! 


Canto  I.  THE  HUNTING.  23 

20. 
The  Night  had  journeyed  up  the  dark  blue  steep, 
And  leaned  upon  the  casement  of  the  sky, 
Smiling  serenely  o'er  a  world  in  sleep, 
At  millions  of  her  wandering  elfins  sly ; 
Harassing  helpless  mortals  as  they  lie 
With  dreams  and  fantasies  of  endless  train ; 
With  tantalizing  sweets  that  mock  the  eye, 
With  startling  horror,  and  with  visions  vain, 
And  every  thrilling  trance  of  pleasure  and  of  pain. 

21. 
In  mantle  wrapt,  and  stretched  on  flowery  heath, 
She  saw  the  King  of  Scotland  weary  lie  ; 
So  deep  his  slumber,  that  the  hand  of  death 
Arrests  not  more  the  reasoning  faculty ; 
Yet  was  his  fancy  rapt  in  passion  high, 
He  toiled  with  visions  of  a  wayward  dream ; 
Quivered  his  limbs,  his  bosom  broke  the  sigh, 
He  clasped  the  yielding  heath,  and  named  a  name — 
He  would  not  for  his  crown  to  nobles'  ear  it  came ! 

8 


24  MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR.  Canto  I. 

22. 

The  heavenly  guardian  of  the  royal  head, 
That  rules  events  and  elements  at  will, 
Unused  in  wilderness  to  watch  his  bed, 
Or  spread  his  sheltering  pinion  on  the  hill, 
Unrife  in  circumstance  foreboding  ill, 
Yet  trembled  for  some  danger  lingering  near. 
What  gathering  sound  comes  nigher,  nigher  still  ? 
Why  does  the  wakening  hound  turn  up  his  ear, 
Then  start  with  shortened  bark,  and  bristle  all  with 
fear? 

23. 
Fast  gains  the  alarm — the  nobles,  half  awake, 
Restrain  their  breathing,  mindless  where  they  lie ; 
The  sleepy  ranger  starts  from  out  the  brake, 
With  mouth  wide  open  and  unvisioned  eye ; 
Knight,  squire,  and  hind,  in  one  direction  fly, 
Mixed  with  the  hounds  that  loud  in  couples  bay, 
All  to  the  downward  burn  that  sounded  bye, 
For  there  arose  the  dubious,  frantic  bray, 
That  raised  the  dreamer's  eye,  and  all  that  loud  affray. 
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24. 
O  smile  not  at  the  confluent  midnight  scene, 
The  blazing  torch,  the  looks  of  wild  dismay  !— 
It  was  no  angry  spirit  of  the  glen, 
No  murderous  clansmen  mixed  in  red  array : 
There  stood  the  monarch  of  the  wild  at  bay, 
The  impetuous  Jowler  howling  at  his  brow, 
His  cheeks  all  drenched  with  brine,  his  antlers  grey 
Moving  across  the  cliff,  majestic  slow, 
Like  living  fairy  trees  of  blenched  and  leafless  bough. 

25. 
With  ruthless  shaft  they  pierced  his  heaving  breast, 
The  baited,  thirsty  Jowler  laps  his  blood; 
The  royal  Hunter  his  brave  hound  caressed, 
Lauded  his  zeal  and  spirit  unsubdued ; 
While  the  staunch  victor,  of  approval  proud, 
Rolled  his  brown  back  upon  the  prostrate  slain, 
Capered  around  in  playful  whelpish  mood, 
As  if  unspent  by  all  his  toil  and  pain, 
Then  licked  his  crimson  flew,  and  looked  to  the  hills 
again. 

VOL.  IV.  b 
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26. 
For  three  long  days  the  deer  were  driven  afar, 
And  many  a  herd  was  thinned  and  sore  bespent ; 
Through  dark  Glen- Avin,  and  the  woods  of  Mar, 
Hart,  hind,  and  roe,  in  trembling  trails  were  blent. 
Still  in  the  wild  remained  the  royal  tent ; 
One  little  bothy  stood  behind  the  lea, 
Where  oft  at  eve  the  King  and  nobles  went 
The  setting  sun  and  soaring  erne  to  see, 
Behind  the  dreadful  cliffs  that  watch  the  springs  of  Dee. 

27. 
One  eve  they  sat  all  in  a  jocund  row, 
The  cruel  Knight  of  Souden  he  was  one ; 
They  noted  horror  staring  on  his  brow, 
His  lip  was  quivering,  and  his  colour  gone ! 
And  aye  he  looked  the  startled  knights  upon, 
Then  rolled  his  troubled  glance  along  the  hill. 
"  What  moves  thee  ?"  said  the  King,  in  mildest  tone : 
He  bowed  his  head,  but  held  his  silence  still : 
"  What  moves  my  gallant  knight?   Speak,  Souden, 
art  thou  ill  ?" 
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28. 

"  My  sovereign  liege,  forgiveness  I  implore ; 

Strange  recollections  dim  my  palsied  sight ; 

But  this  same  dreary  scene  I've  seen  before, 

Either  in  trance,  or  vision  of  the  night. 

Some  dismal  doom  shall  soon  my  honours  blight ; 

I  know  these  bodings  fraught  with  woe  to  me  : 

It  seems  as  demon  dragged  a  deed  to  light, 

That  lies  unfathomed  even  to  destiny !" — 

O  ne'er  may  leal  man  keep  with  murderer  company ! 

29. 
No  more  he  spoke  that  eve,  as  legends  tell ; 
No  orders  issued  to  his  page  or  groom  ; 
But  servitors,  with  trembling,  marked  full  well 
A  wondrous  face  behind  him  in  the  gloom ; 
Of  flame  it  seemed,  yet  nothing  did  illume ; 
Laughing,  revenge  gleamed  red  in  every  line  : 
But  how  it  entered  the  pavilioned  room, 
Or  how  it  past,  no  mortal  could  divine  ! 
A  visitant  it  seemed  from  some  unhallowed  shrine  ! 
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30. 

Again  the  lowering  clouds  immure  the  hill ; 

Again  the  sportsmen  stretch  their  limbs  in  rest ; 

To  the  lone  bothy,  by  the  sounding  rill, 

The  King  retired,  its  wildness  pleased  him  best, 

With  his  good  knights  to  list  the  song  and  jest ; 

His  ancient  minstrel  waiting  at  command, 

Gilbert  of  Sheil,  by  all  the  land  confest 

A  minstrel  worthy  by  his  King  to  stand, 

And  play  his  native  airs,  with  sounding  harp  in  hand. 

31. 
That  evening,  called  to  sing,  he  framed  a  lay, — 
A  lay  of  such  mysterious  tendency, 
It  stole  the  listeners'  reasoning  powers  away ; 
They  dreamed  not  that  they  lay  in  moors  of  Dee, 
But  in  some  fairy  isle  amid  the  sea, 
So  well  did  Fancy  mould  her  visions  vain  : 
Bent  was  the  minstrel's  eye,  and  wild  to  see, 
The  whilst  he  poured  the  visionary  strain, 
O  ne'er  shall  Grampian  echo  murmur  such  again ! 
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32. 
And  when  he  ceased,  the  chords,  with  sighing  tone, 
On  listeners'  ears  in  soft  vibrations  fell ; 
They  almost  weened  they  heard  the  parting  moan 
Of  some  old  reverend  sire,  and  wished  him  well ! — 
On  gospel  faith,  and  superstition's  spell, 
The  converse  turned,  and  high  the  dispute  ran ; 
And  words  were  said  unfitting  bard  to  tell, 
Unfitting  tongue  of  poor  despondent  man, 
Still  prone  to  yearn  and  doubt  o'er  all  he  cannot  scan. 

33. 
To  what  unsaintly  goal  the  words  had  borne, 
Dubious  conjecture  only  can  pourtray : 
Just  in  the  blab  of  Souden's  impious  scorn 
Entered  a  stranger  guest  in  poor  array ! 
His  locks  were  thin,  and  bleached  a  silver  grey ; 
His  reverend  beard  across  his  girdle  hung. 
Each  mind  was  carried,  by  resistless  sway, 
To  the  unearthly  strain  the  minstrel  sung. 
Blenched  was  the  proudest  cheek,  and  mute  was  every 
tongue  I 
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34. 

He  stood  erect,  but  raised  not  up  his  eye, 

Seeming  to  listen  for  expected  sound  ; 

But  all  was  still  as  Night's  solemnity, 

Not  even  a  sandal  grazed  upon  the  ground. 

Transformed  to  breathing  statues,  all  around 

The  nobles  sat,  nor  wist  they  what  to  dread ; 

But  every  sense  by  hand  unseen  was  bound, 

On  every  valiant  heart  was  chillness  shed, 

As  to  that  wild  had  come  a  message  from  the  dead. 

35. 
At  length  to  Scotland's  Monarch  rose  his  look, 
On  whom  he  beckoned  with  commanding  mien, 
With  manner  that  denial  would  not  brook — 
Then  gliding  forth  he  paused  upon  the  green. 
What  the  mysterious  messenger  could  mean 
No  one  would  risk  conjecture ;  all  were  still. 
In  converse  close,  the  two  were  lingering  seen 
Across  the  lea,  and  down  beside  the  rill, 
Then  seemed  to  vanish  both  in  shadow  of  the  hill. 
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36. 

And  never  more  was  seen  the  royal  face 

By  Athol  forest  or  the  links  of  Dee ! 

O  why  should  haughty  worm  of  human  race 

Presume  to  question  Heaven's  supremacy ! 

Or  trow  his  God,  alike  unmoved,  can  see 

To  death  exposed  the  monarch  and  the  clown ! 

That  night  was  done,  by  the  supreme  decree, 

A  deed  that  story  scarce  may  dare  to  own ! 

By  what  unearthly  hand,  to  all  mankind  unknown ! 

37. 
At  midnight,  strange  disturbing  sounds  awoke 
The  drowsy  slumberers  on  the  tented  heath. 
It  was  no  blast,  that  on  the  mountain  broke ! 
Nor  bolised  thunder  wrapt  in  sable  wrath  ! 
Yet  were  they  listening,  with  suspended  breath, 
To  hear  the  rushing  tumult  once  again : 
It  seemed  to  all  the  passing  sounds  of  death, 
Or  angry  spirits  of  the  mountain  reign, 
Combined  at  midnight  deep  to  clear  their  wild  domain. 
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38. 
Six  gallant  yeomen  rose,  and,  hand  to  hand, 
Set  forth  the  bothy's  wild  recess  to  gain ; 
Despising  fate,  and  Monarch's  strict  command, 
That  all  should  quiet  at  the  tents  remain : 
They  harboured  fears  that  tongue  could  not  explain. 
Darkling  and  silent,  midway  on  they  past, 
When  power  unseen  their  passage  did  restrain ; 
Each  onward  step  they  deemed  would  be  their  last, 
And  backward  traced  their  path,  unboastful  and  aghast. 

39. 
The  morning  came,  in  pall  of  sackcloth  veiled  ; 
The  cliffs  of  Dee  a  sable  vestment  bound  ; 
Then  every  squire  and  yeoman's  spirit  failed, 
As  slow  approached  a  maimed  and  bleeding  hound. 
Sad  herald  of  the  dead  !  his  every  wound 
Bespoke  the  desolation  that  was  wrought ! — 
O  ne'er  may  scene  in  Scottish  glen  be  found 
With  wonder,  woe,  and  death,  so  fully  fraught ! 
So  far  beyond  the  pale  of  bounded  mortal  thought ! 
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40. 
No  knight  walked  forth  to  taste  the  morning  air, 
The  bugle's  echo  slept  within  the  hill ! 
And — O  the  blasting  truth  ! — no  cot  was  there ! 
No  !  not  a  vestige  stood  beside  the  rill ! 
Though  trace  of  element,  or  human  skill, 
In  all  the  fatal  glen  could  not  be  found, 
The  ghastly  forms,  in  prostrate  guise  and  still, 
Knight,  page,  and  hound,  lay  scattered  far  around, 
Deformed  by  many  a  stain,  and  deep  unseemly  wound. 

The  King  was  sought  by  many  an  anxious  eye; — 
No  King  was  there  ! — Well  might  the  wonder  grow ! 
They  rode — they  searched  the  land  afar  and  nigh — 
He  was  not  found,  nor  learned  the  tale  of  woe ! — 
Hast  thou  not  marked  a  lonely  spot  and  low, 
Where  Moulin  opes  her  bosom  to  the  day, 
O'er  which  the  willow  weeps  and  birches  blow, 
Where  nine  rude  stones  erect  their  frontlets  grey  ? — 
There  the  blasphemers  lie,  slain  in  mysterious  way. 
b3 
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42. 

When  nine  long  days  were  past,  and  all  was  o'er ; 
When  round  his  nobles  slain  had  closed  the  mould, 
The  King  returned  to  Scotland's  court  once  more, 
And  wondered  at  the  tale  his  huntsmen  told ; 
His  speech  revolted,  and  his  blood  ran  cold, 
As  low  he  kneeled  at  good  Saint  Bothan's  shrine. 
Where  he  had  been  no  tongue  did  e'er  unfold. — 
List  to  my  tale ! — if  thou  can'st  nought  divine, 
A  slow  misfashioned  mind,  a  moody  soul  is  thine. 


MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


CANTO  SECOND. 


1Efyt  JHtnstrtl. 


ARGUMENT. 

There  cam  a  fiddler  here  to  play, 
And  0  but  he  was  jimp  an  gay; 
He  staw  the  lassie's  heart  away, 
An*  made  it  a*  his  ain  0. 

For  weel  he  kend  the  way  0,  the  way  0,  the  way  0, 
Weel  he  kend  the  way  0,  the  lassie's  love  to  gain  0. 
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CANTO  SECOND. 


®%t  Minstvtt 


i. 

That  time  there  lived  upon  the  banks  of  Tay 

A  man  of  right  ungainly  courtesy ; 

Yet  he  was  aident  in  his  froward  way, 

And  honest  as  a  Highlander  may  be. 

He  was  not  man  of  rank,  nor  mean  degree, 

And  loved  his  spouse,  and  child,  as  such  became ; 

Yet  oft  would  fret,  and  wrangle  irefully, 

Fastening  on  them  of  every  ill  the  blame, 

Nor  list  the  loud  defence  of  his  unyielding  dame. 
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Canto  II. 


6. 
The  rainbow  's  lovely  in  the  eastern  cloud ; 
The  rose  is  beauteous  on  the  bended  thorn ; 
Sweet  is  the  evening  ray  from  purple  shroud, 
And  sweet  the  orient  blushes  of  the  morn  ; 
Sweeter  than  all,  the  beauties  which  adorn 
The  female  form  in  youth  and  maiden  bloom ! 
O  why  should  passion  ever  man  suborn 
To  work  the  sweetest  flower  of  Nature's  doom, 
And  cast  o'er  all  her  joys  a  veil  of  cheerless  gloom !. 

:    7. 
O  fragile  flower !  that  blossoms  but  to  fade ! 
One  slip  recovery  or  recall  defies ! 
Thou  walkest  the  dizzy  verge  with  steps  unstaid, 
Fair  as  the  habitants  of  yonder  skies ! 
Like  them,  thou  fallest  never  more  to  rise  J 
O  fragile  flower !  for  thee  my  heart's  in  pain ! 
Haply  a  world  is  hid  from  mortal  eyes, 
Where  thou  mayest  smile  in  purity  again, 
And  shine  in  virgin  bloom,  that  ever  shall  remain. 
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8. 

The  twentieth  spring  had  breathed  upon  the  flower, 

Nor  had  that  flower  passed  with  the  year  away, 

Since  first  the  infant  bloom  of  Ila  Moore, 

The  flower  of  Athol,  opened  to  the  day. 

Kincraigy  was  her  home,  that  o'er  the  Tay 

A  prospect  held  of  Nature's  fairest  scene, — 

Far  mountains  mixing  with  aerial  grey, 

Low  golden-vested  valleys  stretched  between, 

And,  far  below  the  eye,  broad  flood  and  islet  green. 


The  day  was  wet,  the  mist  was  on  the  moor, 
Rested  from  labour  husbandman  and  maid ; 
There  came  a  Stranger  to  Kincraigy 's  door, 
Of  goodly  form,  in  minstrel  garb  arrayed ; 
Of  braided  silk  his  builziment  was  made : 
Short  the  entreatance  he  required  to  stay ! 
He  tuned  his  viol,  and  with  vehemence  played ; 
Mistress  and  menial,  maid  and  matron  grey, 
Soon  mixed  were  on  the  floor,  and  frisked  in  wild 
affray. 
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10. 

The  Minstrel  strained  and  twisted  sore  his  face, 

Beat  with  his  heel,  and  twinkled  with  his  eye, 

But  still,  at  every  effort  and  grimace, 

Louder  and  quicker  rushed  the  melody : 

The  dancers  round  the  floor  in  mazes  fly, 

With  cheering  whoop,  and  wheel,  and  caper  wild, 

The  jolly  dame  did  well  her  mettle  ply  ! 

Even  old  Kincraigy,  of  his  spleen  beguiled, 

Turned  his  dark  brow  aside,  softened  his  looks  and 

smiled. 

11. 
When  supper  on  the  ashen  board  was  set, 
The  Minstrel,  all  unasked,  jocosely  came, 
Brought  his  old  chair,  and,  without  pause  or  let, 
Placed  it  betwixt  the  maid  and  forthright  dame. 
They  smiled,  and  asked  his  lineage  and  his  name — 
?Twas  Mador  of  the  Moor,  a  name  renowned ! 
A  kindred  name  with  theirs,  well  known  to  fame, — 
A  high-born  name  !  but  old  Kincraigy  frowned, 
Such  impudence  in  man,  he  weened,  had  not  been 

found. 
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12. 
The  last  red  embers  on  the  hearth  were  spread, 
But  Mador  still  his  antic  tricks  pursued ; 
The  doors  were  closed,  and  all  were  bound  to  bed, 
When,  spite  of  old  Kincraigy's  angry  mood, 
The  frantic  hurlyburly  was  renewed  : 
His  tongue  grew  mute,  his  face  o'erspread  with  gloom  ; 
Wild  uproar  raged  resistless,  unsubdued ; 
The  younkers  of  the  hamlet  crowd  the  room, 
And  Mador's  viol  squeaks,  with  rough  and  raging  boom  ! 

13. 
The  dire  misrule  Kincraigy  could  not  brook ; 
He  saw  distinction  lost,  and  order  spurned ; 
And,  much  displeased  that  his  offended  look 
Was  all  unminded,  high  his  anger  burned. 
Upon  the  rocket  Minstrel  dark  he  turned, 
And  asked  to  whom  such  strains  he  wont  to  play  ? — 
O  I  he  had  played  to  nobles  now  inurned  ! 
And  he  had  played  in  countries  far  away, 
And  to  the  gallant  King  that  o'er  them  held  the  sway  ! 
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14. 

"  Ay !"  said  Kincraigy,  with  malignant  scowl, 
Stroking  his  beard  and  writhing  down  his  brow ; 
"  I've  heard  our  Monarch  was  an  arrant  fool ! 
I  weened  it  so,  but  knew  it  not  till  now. 
But  'tis  enough  ! — his  choice  of  such  as  you  ! — 
Great  Heaven  !  to  man  what  inconsistence  clings  ! 
To  meanest  of  the  species  doomed  to  bow  I 
Had  I  one  day  o'er  all  created  things, 
The  world  should  once  be  cleared  of  fiddlers  and  of 
kings  r 

15. 
'Twas  a  hard  jest ;  but  Mador  laughed  it  bye  ; 
Across  the  strings  his  careless  fingers  strayed, 
Till  staunch  Kincraigy,  with  unaltered  eye, 
Asked  how,  or  where,  he  learned  the  scraping  trade  ? 
When  those  new  jars  to  music  came  allayed  ? 
And  how  it  happ'd  he  in  the  line  had  thriven  ? 
For  sure,  of  all  the  fiddlers  ever  played, 
Never  was  bow  by  such  a  novice  driven, 
Never  were  human  ears  by  such  discordance  riven. 
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16. 
Go  tell  the  monarch  of  his  feelings  cold ; 
Go  tell  the  prince  that  he  is  lewd  and  vain ; 
Go  tell  the  wrinkled  maid  that  she  is  old, 
The  wretched  miser  of  his  ill-got  gain ; 
But  O  !  in  human  kindness,  spare  the  pain 
That  conscious  excellence  abased  must  feel ! 
It  proves  to  wounded  pride  the  deadliest  bane ! 
The  judgment  it  arraigns,  and  stamps  the  seal 
Of/00/  with  burning  brand,  which  blood  alone  can  heal. 

17. 

The  earliest  winter  hues  of  old  Cairn-Gorm, 
Schehallion  when  the  clouds  begin  to  lower, 
Even  the  wan  face  of  heaven  before  the  storm, 
Looked  ne'er  so  stern  as  Mador  of  the  Moor. 
Most  cutting  sharp  was  his  retort  and  sour, 
And  in  offensive  guise  his  bow  he  drew. 
Kincraigy  reddened,  stepped  across  the  floor, 
Lifted  his  staff,  and  back  indignant  flew 
To  scathe  the  Minstrel's  pate,  and  baste  him  black 
and  blue. 
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18. 
Had  those  to  Mador  known  in  royal  hall, 
(For  well  I  ween  he  was  not  stranger  there), 
Beheld  him  crouching  'gainst  that  smoky  wall, 
His  precious  violin  heaved  high  in  air, 
As  guardian  shield,  the  ireful  blow  to  bear ; 
The  blowzy  dame  holding  with  all  her  might 
An  interceding  maid  so  lovely  fair ; 
Matron  and  peasant  gaping  with  affright — 
O  'twas  a  scene  of  life  might  charm  an  anchorite ! 

19. 
'Twas  not  the  flustered  dame's  inept  rebuke, 
'Twas  not  the  cowering  Minstrel's  perilous  state, 
'Twas  beauteous  Ila  Moore's  reproving  look 
That  quelled  her  sire,  and  barred  the  work  of  fate  : 
With  smile  serene  she  led  him  to  his  seat, 
Sat  by  his  knee,  and  bade  the  Minstrel  play. 
No  word  was  heard  of  anger  or  debate, 
So  much  may  woman's  eye  our  passions  sway ! 
When  beauty  gives  command,  all  mankind  must  obey ! 
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20. 
The  wearied  peasants  to  their  rest  retire  ; 
Kincraigy  bows  to  sleep's  resistless  call ; 
But  the  kind  dame  stirred  up  the  sluggish  fire, 
And  with  the  Minstrel  long  out-sat  them  all : 
He  praised  her  much,  her  order,  and  her  hall, — 
Her  manners,  far  above  her  rank  and  place ! 
Her  daughter's  beauteous  form,  so  comely  tall ! 
The  peerless  charms  of  her  bewitching  face, 
So  well  befitting  court,  or  noble's  hall  to  grace  1 

21. 
Well  mayest  thou  trust  the  chicken  with  the  dam ; 
The  eaglet  in  her  parents'  home  sublime ; 
The  yeaning  ewe  with  the  poor  starveling  lamb ; 
Nor  is  a  son's  default  a  mother's  crime : 
But  a  fair  only  daughter  in  her  prime, 
O  never  trust  to  mother's  wistful  care  ! 
The  heart's  too  anxious  of  her  darling's  time  : 
Too  well  she  loves — too  well  she  is  aware 
In  wThat  the  maid  delights,  nor  sees  the  lurking  snare. 


48  MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


Canto  II. 


.     22. 
Aloft  was  framed  the  Minstrel's  humble  bed 
Of  the  green  braken  and  the  yielding  heath, 
With  coverlet  of  dowlas  o'er  it  spread ; 
That  too  he  lauded  with  obsequious  breath. 
But  he  was  out,  and  in — above — beneath, 
Unhinging  doors,  and  groping  in  the  dark  : 
The  hamlet  matrons  dread  unearthly  scathe  ; 
The  maidens  hide  their  heads,  the  watch-dogs  bark, 
And  all  was  noise  and  fright  till  matin  of  the  lark. 

23. 
Next  day  the  wind  from  eastern  oceans  drove 
The  drizzly  sea-rack  up  the  Athol  plain, 
And  o'er  the  woodland  and  the  welkin  wove 
A  moving  mantle  of  the  fleecy  rain : 
The  cottagers  from  labour  still  refrain  ; 
Well  by  the  lowly  window  could  they  spy 
The  droplets  from  the  thatch  descend  amain ; 
While  round  the  hearth  they  closed  with  cheerful  eye, 
Resolved,  on  better  days,  with  all  their  might  to  ply. 
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24. 

Though  many  hints,  to  make  the  Minstrel  budge, 
Were  by  Kincraigy  thrown,  they  were  in  vain  : 
He  asked  him  where  that  night  he  meant  to  lodge  ? 
And  when  he  purposed  calling  there  again  ? — 
He  could  not  stir  ! — the  hateful  driving  rain 
Would  all  his  valued  tuneful  chords  undo. 
The  dame  reproached  her  husband's  surly  strain, 
Welcomed  the  Minstrel's  stay,  and  'gan  to  show 
Her  excellence  in  song,  and  skill  in  music  too. 

25. 
Woe  to  the  hapless  wight,  self-doomed  to  see 
His  measures  warped  by  woman's  weak  controul ! 
Woe  to  the  man,  whate'er  his  wealth  may  be, 
Condemned  to  prove  the  everlasting  growl, 
The  fret,  the  plaint,  the  babble,  and  the  scowl ! 
Yet  such  outnumber  all  the  stars  above ! 
When  sponsaled  pairs  run  counter,  soul  to  soul, 
O  there's  an  end  to  all  the  sweets  of  love  ! 
That  ray  of  heavenly  bliss,  which  reason  should  improve. 
VOL.  iv.  c 
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26. 
The  dance  and  song  prevailed  till  fell  the  night ; 
The  Minstrel's  forward  ease  advanced  apace ; 
He  kissed  their  lovely  May  before  their  sight, 
Who  struggled,  smiling,  from  the  rude  embrace, 
And  called  him  fiddler  Mador  to  his  face. 
Loud  laughed  the  dame,  while  old  Kincraigy  frowned  : 
Her  fulsome  levity,  and  flippant  grace, 
Had  oft  inflicted  on  his  soul  the  wound, 
But  held  at  endless  bay,  redress  could  not  be  found. 

27. 
All  quietness  and  peace  our  Minstrel  spurns ; 
Idle  confusion  through  the  hamlet  rings  ; 
He  teazes,  flatters,  and  cajoles  by  turns, 
And  to  the  winds  all  due  distinction  flings. 
From  his  rude  grasp  the  cottage  matron  springs, 
The  giggling  maids  in  darksome  corners  hide  ; 
But  still  to  Ila  Moore  he  fondly  clings, 
Seeming  resolved,  whatever  might  betide, 
To  teaze  or  flatter  her,  and  all  reserve  deride. 
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28. 
Next  day,  by  noon,  the  mountain's  misty  shroud 
The  bustling  spirits  of  the  air  updrew, 
And  'gan  to  open  in  the  boreal  cloud 
Their  marbled  windows  of  the  silvery  hue : 
Far  through  the  bores  appeared  the  distant  blue ; 
Loud  sung  the  merl  upon  the  topmost  spray ; 
The  harping  bleeter,  and  the  grey  curlew, 
High  in  the  air  chanted  incondite  lay ; 
All  heralding  the  approachment  of  a  beauteous  day. 

29. 
The  Minstrel  to  the  forest  turned  his  eye, 
He  seemed  regretful  that  the  rain  should  stay ; 
He  seemed  to  wish  the  mist  would  lingering  lie 
Still  on  the  bosom  of  the  moorland  gray. 
The  time  was  come  he  needs  must  wend  his  way, 
His  Sovereign's  pleasure  might  his  presence  claim. 
No  one  remained  to  row  him  o'er  the  Tay, 
Unless  the  blooming  May  or  cordial  dame : 
The  Tay  was  broad  and  deep — pray  was  the  maid  to 
blame  ? 
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30. 

Westward  they  past  by  bank  and  greenwood  side, 

A  varied  scene  it  was  of  wondrous  guise ; 

Below  them  parting  rivers  smoothly  glide, 

And  far  above  their  heads  aspiring  rise 

Grey  crested  rocks,  the  columns  of  the  skies, 

While  little  lowly  dells  lay  hid  between : 

It  seemed  a  fairy  land !  a  paradise  ! 

Where  every  bloom  that  scents  the  woodland  green 

Opened  to  Heaven  its  breast,  by  human  eye  unseen, 

31. 
Queen  of  the  forest,  there  the  birch  tree  swung 
Her  light  green  locks  aslant  the  southern  breeze  ; 
Red  berries  of  the  brake  around  them  hung  ; 
A  thousand  songsters  warbled  on  the  trees : 
A  scene  it  was  befitting  youth  to  please. 
Too  well  it  pleased,  as  reverend  legends  say ! 
Unmarked  the  hour  o'er  lovers'  head  that  flees  ! 
'Twas  but  one  little  mile ! — a  summer  day  ! 
And  when  the  sun  went  down  they  scarce  had  reached 
the  Tay ! 
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32. 
O  read  not,  lovers! — sure  you  may  not  think 
That  Ila  Moore  by  minstrel  airs  was  won ! 
'Twas  nature's  cordial  glow,  the  kindred  link 
That  all  unweeting  chains  two  hearts  in  one ! — 
Then  why  should  mankind  ween  the  maid  undone, 
Though  with  her  youth  she  seek  the  woodland  deep, 
Rest  in  a  bower  to  view  the  parting  sun, 
Lean  on  his  breast,  at  tale  of  woe  to  weep, 
Or  sweetly,  on  his  arm,  recline  in  mimic  sleep  ? 

33. 
O  I  have  seen,  and  fondly  blest  the  sight, 
The  peerless  charms  of  maiden's  guileful  freak ! 
Through  the  dark  eye-lash  peep  the  orb  so  bright ; 
The  wily  features  so  demurely  meek ; 
The  smile  of  love  half  dimpling  on  the  cheek ; 
The  quaking  breast,  that  heaves  the  sigh  withal ; 
The  parting  lips  which  more  than  language  speak ! — 
Of  fond  delights,  which  memory  can  recall, 
O  beauty '3  feigned  sleep  far — far  outdoes  them  all ! 
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34. 
O'er  such  a  sleep  the  enamoured  Minstrel  hung, 
Stole  one  soft  kiss,  but  still  she  sounder  fell ! 
The  half- formed  sentence  died  upon  her  tongue ; 
'Twas  through  her  sleep  she  spoke ! — Pray  was  it  well, 
Molesting  helpless  maiden  in  the  dell, 
On  sweet  restoring  slumber  so  intent  ? 
Our  minstrel  framed  resolve  I  joy  to  tell — 
'Twas,  not  to  harm  that  beauteous  innocent, 
For  no  delight,  nor  joy,  that  fancy  might  present. 

35. 
When  at  the  ferry,  silent  long  they  stood, 
And  eyed  the  red  beam  on  the  pool  that  lay, 
Or  baseless  shadow  of  the  waving  wood — 
That  lonely  spot,  upon  the  banks  of  Tay, 
Still  bears  the  maiden's  name,  and  shall  for  aye. 
Warm  was  the  parting  sigh  their  bosoms  drew ! 
For  sure,  the  joys  of  that  enchanting  day, 
'Twas  worth  an  age  of  sorrow  to  renew ! 
Then,  glancing  oft  behind,  they  sped  along  the  dew. 
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36. 

Oft  did  Kincraigy's  wayward  humour  keep 

The  hamlet  and  the  hall  in  teazing  broil ; 

But  his  reproaches  never  cut  so  deep 

As  when,  that  eve,  he  ceased  his  rural  toil : 

He  learned  the  truth,  and  raised  such  grievous  coil 

That  even  the  dame  in  rage  gave  up  defence ; 

The  lovely  cause  of  all  the  wild  turmoil 

Sat  in  a  corner,  grieved  for  her  offence, 

Offering  no  urgent  plea,  nor  any  false  pretence. 

37. 
When  summer  suns  around  the  zenith  glow, 
Nature  is  gaudy,  frolicsome,  and  boon ; 
But  when  September  breezes  cease  to  blow, 
And  twilight  steals  beneath  the  broadened  moon, 
How  changed  the  scene ! — the  years  resplendent  noon 
Is  long  gone  past,  and  all  is  mildly  still ; 
Sedateness  settles  on  the  dale  and  doone ; 
Wan  is  the  floweret  by  the  mountain  rill, 
And  a  pale  boding  look  sits  solemn  on  the  hill. 
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38. 
More  changed  than  all  the  mien  of  Ila  Moore  ! 
Scarce  could  you  trow  the  self-same  soul  within : 
The  buxom  lass  that  loved  the  revel  hour, 
That  laughed  at  all,  and  grieved  for  nought  but  sin, 
Steals  from  her  darling  frolic,  jest,  and  din, 
And  sits  alone  beneath  the  fading  tree  ; 
Upon  her  bosom  leans  her  dimpled  chin ; 
Her  moistened  eye  fixed  moveless  on  the  lea, 
Or  vagrant  tiny  moth  that  sojourned  on  her  knee. 

39. 
Her  songs,  that  erst  did  scarcely  maid  become, 
So  framed  they  were  of  blandishment  and  jest, 
Were  changed  into  a  soft  unmeaning  hum, 
A  sickly  melody,  yet  unexpressed. 
At  tale  of  pity  throbbed  her  ardent  breast ; 
The  tear  was  ready  for  mishap  or  joy  ; 
And  well  she  loved  in-  evening  grove  to  rest, 
To  tender  Heaven  her  vow  without  annoy, 
Indulging  secret  thought — a  thought  that  did  not  cloy, 
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40. 
The  dame  perceived  the  maiden's  altered  mood ; 
A  dame  of  keen  distinguishment  was  she  ! 
And  O  her  measures  were  most  wondrous  shrewd, 
And  deeply  schemed,  as  woman's  needs  must  be, 
Though  all  the  world  with  little  toil  could  see 
Her  latent  purposes  from  first  to  last. 
An  ancient  Friar,  who  shrived  the  family, 
She  called  into  her  chamber — barred  it  fast, 
That  listener  might  not  hear  the  important  words  that 
past. 

41. 
"  Father,  you  marked  the  gallant  Minstrel  youth 
Who  lately  to  the  forest  past  this  way ; 
I  ween,  he  proffer  made  of  hand  and  troth 
To  our  own  child,  and  hardly  would  take  nay. 
Put  on  thy  humble  cowl  and  frock  of  grey  ; 
Thy  order  and  array  thy  warrant  be ; 
And  watch  the  royal  tent  at  close  of  day, 
It  stands  in  glen,  below  the  wells  of  Dee ; 
Note  all  entreatment  there,  and  bring  the  truth  to  me. 

c3 
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42. 

"  Young  Mador  of  the  Moor,  thou  knowest  him  well ; 
Mark  thou  what  rank  he  holds,  and  mark  aright, 
If  with  the  squires  or  vulgar  grooms  he  dwell : 
If  in  the  outer  tent  he  sleeps  by  night, 
Regard  him  not,  nor  wait  the  morning  light ; 
But  if  with  royalty  or  knighthood  set, 
Beckon  him  forth,  in  seeming  serious  plight, 
And  say,  what  most  will  his  impatience  whet, 
That  for  his  sake  some  cheeks  are  ever,  ever  wet !" 

43. 
Next  morn,  while  yet  the  eastern  mountains  threw 
Their  giant  shadows  o'er  the  slumbering  dale, 
Their  darkened  verges  trembling  on  the  dew 
In  rosy  wreath,  so  lovely  and  so  pale, 
The  warped  and  slender  rainbow  of  the  vale  ! 
Ere  beauteous  Ila's  foot  had  prest  the  floor, 
Or  her  fair  cheek  had  kissed  the  morning  gale, 
A  lively  rap  came  to  Kincraigy's  door — 
There  stood  the  active  Friar,  and  Mador  of  the  Moor  ! 
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44. 
Well  knew  the  dame  this  speed  betokened  good  ! 
But  when  she  learned  that  Mador  consort  held 
With  majesty  and  knights  of  noblest  blood, 
One  of  the  select  number  in  the  field, 
Her  courtesy  no  blandishment  withheld. 
Fair  Ila  trembled  like  the  aspen  bough, 
She  dreaded  passions  guidelessly  impelled — 
'Twas  what  of  all  the  world  she  wished ;  yet  now 
A  weight  her  heart  oppressed,  she  felt  she  wist  not  how ! 

45. 
Kincraigy  growled  like  hunted  wolf  at  bay, 
And  in  his  fields  from  outrage  sought  relief ; 
No  burning  fiend,  whom  convent  wights  gainsay, 
No  ruthless  abbey  reave,  nor  Ranoch  thief, 
Did  ever  work  him  such  chagrin  and  grief 
As  did  the  Minstrel's  smooth  obtrusive  face. 
Albert  of  Glen,  his  kind  but  haughty  chief, 
He  saw  exposed  to  infamous  disgrace, 
Himself  to  loss  of  name,  of  honour,  and  of  place  ! 
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*     46. 

His  rage  availed  not — each  reflective  hint 

Was  treated  by  his  knowing  dame  with  scorn, 

Whose  every  word,  and  every  action,  went 

To  show  him  his  discernment  was  forlorn  : 

He  knew  no  more  of  life  than  babe  unborn  ! 

'Twas  well  some  could  distinguish  who  was  who  ! 

Kincraigy's  years  were  cumbered  and  outworn 

In  manful  strife  his  mastery  to  show, 

Though  forced  on  every  point  his  privilege  to  forego. 

47. 
The  Minstrel's  table  was  with  viands  spread, 
His  cup  was  filled  though  all  the  rest  were  dry  ; 
Not  on  the  floor  was  made  the  Minstrel's  bed, 
He  got  the  best  Kincraigy  could  supply ; 
While  every  day  the  former  did  outvie 
In  idle  frolic  round  Kincraigy's  hall : 
His  frugal  meal  is  changed  to  luxury  ; 
His  oxen  low  unnoted  in  the  stall ; 
Loud  revelry  pervades,  and  lords  it  over  alL. 
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48. 

The  blooming  May,  from  his  first  fond  embrace 
Shrunk  pale  and  sullen,  as  from  insult  high  ; 
A  nameless  dread  was  settled  on  her  face ; 
She  feared  the  Minstrel,  yet  she  knew  not  why. 
That  previous  night,  when  closed  was  every  eye, 
O  she  had  dreamed  of  grievous  scenes  to  be ! 
And  she  had  heard  a  little  plaintive  cry  1 
And  she  had  sung  beneath  the  willow  tree, 
And  seen  a  rueful  sight,  unfitting  maid  to  see ! 

49. 
But  when  he  told  her  of  his  fixed  resolve, 
That,  should  they  not  in  wedlock  ties  be  bound, 
He  never  would  that  loving  breast  involve 
In  rankling  crime,  nor  pierce  it  with  a  wound, — 
It  was  so  generous  !  she  no  longer  frowned, 
But  sighing  sunk  upon  his  manly  breast. 
Sweet  tender  sex !  with  snares  encompassed  round  ! 
On  others  hang  thy  comforts  and  thy  rest ! 
Child  of  dependence  born,  and  failings  unconfest ! 
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50. 

At  eve  they  leaned  upon  the  flowery  sward, 
On  fairy  mound  that  overlooks  the  Tay ; 
And  in  the  greenwood  bowers  of  sweet  Kinnaird 
They  sought  a  refuge  from  the  noontide  ray  : 
In  bowers  that  scarce  received  the  light  of  day, 
Far,  far  below  a  rock's  stupendous  pile, 
In  raptures  of  the  purest  love  they  lay, 
While  tender  tale  would  intervals  beguile — 
Woe  to  the  venal  Friar,  won  to  religious  wile ! 

51. 
If  pure  and  full  terrestrial  bliss  may  be, 
And  human  imperfection  that  enjoy, 
Those  twain,  beneath  the  deep  embowering  tree, 
Bathed  in  that  perfect  bliss  without  alloy. 
But  passion's  flame  will  passion's  self  destroy, 
Such  imperfections  round  our  nature  lower ; 
No  bliss  is  ours,  that  others  mayn't  annoy : 
So  happ'd  it  to  Kincraigy's  beauteous  flower, 
And  eke  her  gallant  gay,  young  Mador  of  the  Moor. 
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52. 
Albert  of  Glen,  o'er  his  betrothed  bride 
Kept  jealous  eye,  and  oft  unnoted  came ; 
He  saw  the  Minstrel  ever  by  her  side, 
And  how  his  presence  flushed  the  bustling  dame. 
Enraged  at  such  a  fond  ungrateful  flame, 
One  eve  he  caught  them  locked  in  fond  embrace ; 
And,  bent  his  amorous  rival's  pride  to  tame, 
Began  with  sandaled  foot,  and  heavy  mace, 
To  work  the  Minstrel  woe,  and  very  deep  disgrace. 

53. 
Few  and  unpolished  were  the  words  that  past  ; 
Hard  was  the  struggle  and  infuriate  grasp ! 
But  Mador  of  the  Moor,  o'erborne  at  last, 
Beneath  his  rival's  frame  began  to  gasp ; 
His  slender  nape  was  locked  in  keyless  hasp : 
A  maid's  exertion  saved  him  as  before — 
Her  willing  fingers  made  the  hands  unclasp 
That  soon  had  stilled  the  struggling  Minstrel's  core — 
He  ne'er  had  flattered  dame,  nor  courted  maiden  more. 
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54. 

The  swords  were  drawn,  but  neither  jeer  nor  threat 
Could  drive  the  fearless  maiden  from  between ; 
Again  her  firmness  quelled  the  dire  debate, 
And  drove  the  ruffian  from  their  bower  of  green. 
But  grim  and  resolute  revenge  was  seen 
In  his  dark  eye,  as  furious  he  withdrew  ; 
And  Mador  of  the  Moor,  his  life  to  screen, 
Escaped  by  night,  through  shades  of  murky  hue : 
The  maiden  deemed  it  meet,  for  Albert  well  she  knew. 

55. 
And  well  it  proved  for  him! — At  woman's  schemes 
And  deep-laid  policy  the  jeer  is  due  ; 
But  for  resource,  and  courage  in  extremes, 
For  prompt  expedient,  and  affection  true, 
Distrust  her  not — even  though  her  means  are  few, 
She  will  defeat  the  utmost  powers  of  man  ; 
In  strait,  she  never  yet  distinction  drew 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong,  nor  squeamishly  began 
To  calculate,  or  weigh,  save  how  to  gain  her  plan. 
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56. 
Albert  of  Glen  with  twenty  warriors  came, 
Beset  Kincraigy's  hall,  and  searched  it  through ; 
Like  the  chafed  ocean  stormed  the  flustered  dame — 
Of  Mador's  hasty  flight  she  did  not  know. 
Kincraigy  hoped  they  would  the  wight  undo ; 
In  his  malicious  grin  was  joyance  seen. 
Albert  is  baulked  of  sweet  revenge,  and  now 
Blazes  outright  a  chieftain's  smothered  spleen  ; 
And  Mador's  lost  and  gone,  as  if  he  ne'er  had  been. 


MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


CANTO  THIRD. 


Efyt  Cottas** 


ARGUMENT. 

0  wait/,  waly,  but  love  be  bonnie, 
A  little  while  when  it  is  new  ! 

But  when  'tis  old  it  waxes  cold, 
An  fades  away  like  morning  dew. 

But  had  I  wist  before  I  kissed. 
That  love  had  been  sae  ill  to  win, 

1  had  locked  my  heart  in  a  case  o'  gowd, 

An'  pinned  it  wV  a  siller  pin. 


MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


CANTO  THIRD. 


®i)r  Cottafle* 


What  art  thou,  Love  ?  or  who  may  thee  define  ? 

Where  lies  thy  bourne  of  pleasure  or  of  pain  ? 

No  sceptre,  graved  by  Reason's  hand,  is  thine, 

Child  of  the  moistened  eye  and  burning  brain, 

Of  glowing  fancy,  and  the  fervid  vein, 

That  soft  on  bed  of  roses  loves  to  rest, 

And  crop  the  flower  where  lurks  the  deadly  bane ! 

O  many  a  thorn  those  dear  delights  invest, 

Child  of  the  rosy  cheek,  and  heaving  snow-white  breast ! 
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2. 

Thou  art  the  genial  balm  of  virtuous  youth, 

And  point'st  where  Honour  waves  her  wreath  on  high  ; 

Like  the  sweet  breeze  that  wanders  from  the  south, 

Thou  breath'st  upon  the  soul,  where  embryos  lie 

Of  new  delights,  the  treasures  of  the  sky ! 

Who  knows  thy  trembling  watch  in  bower  of  even, 

Thy  earliest  grateful  tear,  and  melting  sigh  ? 

O  never  was  to  yearning  mortal  given 

So  dear  delights  as  thine,  thou  habitant  of  heaven  ! 


Woe  that  thy  regal  sway,  so  framed  to  please, 
Should  ever  from  usurper  meet  controul ! 
That  ever  shrivelled  wealth,  or  grey  disease, 
Should  mar  the  grateful  concord  of  the  soul ! 
That  bloated  sediment  of  crazing  bowl 
Should  crop  thy  blossoms  which  untasted  die ! 
Or  that  the  blistering  phrase  of  babbler  foul 
Should  e'er  profane  thy  altars,  framed  to  lie 
Veiled  from  all  heaven  and  earth,  save  silent  Fancy's  eye ! 
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O  I  will  worship  even  before  thy  bust, 

When  my  dimmed  eye  no  more  thy  smile  can  see ! 

While  this  deserted  bosom  beats,  it  must 

Still  beat  in  unison  with  hope  and  thee ! 

For  I  have  wept  o'er  perished  ecstasy, 

And  o'er  the  fall  of  beauty's  early  prime  ; 

But  I  will  dream  of  new  delights  to  be, 

When  moon  and  stars  have  ceased  their  range  sublime, 

And  angels  rung  the  knell  of  all-consuming  Time  ! 

5. 
Then  speed,  thou  great  coeval  of  the  sun  ; 
Thy  world  with  flowers  and  snows  alternate  sow  ! 
Long  has  thy  whelming  tide  resistless  run, 
And  swelled  the  seas  of  wickedness  and  woe  ! 
While  moons  shall  wane,  and  mundane  oceans  flow, 
To  count  the  hours  of  thy  dominion  o'er, 
The  dyes  of  human  guilt  shall  deeper  grow, 
And  millions  sink  to  see  thy  reign  no  more  ! 
Haste,  haste  thy  guilty  course  to  yon  eternal  shore  ! 
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6. 

Cease,  thou  wild  Muse,  thy  vague  unbodied  lay  ! 

What  boots  these  wanderings  from  thy  onward  tale  ?    j 

I  know  thee  well !  when  once  thou  fliest  astray, 

To  lure  thee  back  no  soothing  can  avail 

Thou  lovest  amid  the  burning  stars  to  sail, 

Or  sing  with  sea-maids  down  the  coral  deep ; 

The  groves  of  visionary  worlds  to  hail, 

In  moonlight  dells  thy  fairy  rites  to  keep, 

Or  through  the  wilderness  on  booming  pinion  sweep. 

7. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop,  where  beauty  sits  forlorn, 
Trembling  at  symptoms  of  approaching  woe  ? 
Where  lovely  Ila,  by  the  aged  thorn, 
Notes  what  she  scarce  dare  trust  her  heart  to  know  ? 
Mark  how  her  cheek's  new  roses  come  and  go — 
Has  Mador  dared  his  virtuous  vow  to  break  ? 
It  cannot  be ! — we  may  not  deem  it  so  ! 
Spare  the  ungrateful  thought,  for  mercy's  sake ! 
Alas !  man  still  is  man — And  woman  ! — ah  !  how  weak! 
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8. 

Why  do  the  maidens  of  the  strath  rejoice, 
And  lilt  with  meaning  gesture  on  the  loan  ? 
Why  do  they  smirk,  and  talk  with  giggling  voice 
Of  laces,  and  of  stays  ;  and  thereupon 
Hang  many  a  fruitful  jest  ? — Ah  !  is  there  none 
The  truth  to  pledge,  and  prove  the  nuptial  vow  ? 
Alas  !  the  Friar  on  pilgrimage  is  gone  ; 
Mador  is  lost — none  else  the  secret  knew, 
And  all  is  deemed  pretext  assumptive  and  untrue. 

9. 
Slander  prevails  !  to  woman's  longing  mind 
Sweet  as  the  April  blossom  to  the  bee  ; 
Her  meal  that  never  palls,  but  leaves  behind 
An  appetite  still  yearning  food  to  see. 
Kincraigy's  dame  of  perspicacity 
Sees  nought  at  all  amiss,  but  flounces  on ; 
Her  brawling  humour  shows  increased  to  be  ; 
Much  does  she  speak,  in  loud  and  grumbling  tone, 
Nor  time  takes  to  reflect,  nor  even  a  prayer  to  con. 

VOL.  IV.  D 
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10. 

The  injured  Albert  timely  sent  command 

That  pierced  Kincraigy  to  the  inmost  soul, 

To  drive  his  worthless  daughter  from  the  land, 

Or  forthwith  yield,  of  goods  and  gear,  the  whole. 

Alternative  severe  ! — no  tale  of  dole 

The  chief  would  hear,  on  full  revenge  intent. 

The  good  sagacious  dame,  in  murmuring  growl, 

Proposed  to  drive  her  forth  incontinent, 

For  she  deserved  it  all,  and  Albert  might  relent. 

11. 
"  She  is  to  blame,"  Kincraigy  made  reply, 
"  And  may  deserve  so  hard  a  guerdon  well ; 
But  so  dost  thou,  and  haply  I  may  try 
That  last  expedient  with  a  shrew  so  fell ; 
But  when  I  do,  no  man  shall  me  compel : 
For  thy  own  good,  to  poverty  I  yield  ; 
My  child  is  still  my  own,  and  shall  not  tell 
At  Heaven's  high  bar,  that  I,  her  only  shield, 
For  blame  that  was  not  hers,  expelled  her  to  the  field." 
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IS. 

Kincraigy  leaves  his  ancient  home  with  tears, 

And  sits  in  lowly  cot  without  a  name ; 

No  angry  word  from  him  his  daughter  hears, 

But  oh !  how  pined  the  much-degraded  dame  ! 

Plaint  followed  plaint,  and  blame  was  eked  to  blame. 

Her  muster-roll  of  grievances  how  long! 

She  mentions  not  her  darling  Minstrel's  fame, 

His  spotless  honour,  nor  affection  strong, 

But  to  her  weeping  child  imputes  each  grievous  wrong. 

13. 
Concealed  within  the  cot's  sequestered  nook, 
Where  fire  had  never  beamed  the  gloom  to  cheer, 
Young  Ua  Moore  is  doomed  her  woes  to  brook, 
And  every  query  's  answered  by  a  tear. 
What  mean  those  tiny  robes,  concealed  with  fear? 
These  clothes,  dear  Maid,  are  all  unmeet  for  thee  ; 
Are  all  unfitting  human  thing  to  wear, 
Save  noble  infant  on  his  nurse's  knee, — 
Yet  them  thou  dost  survey,  and  weep  when  none  can 
see. 
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14. 
O  Maiden  of  the  bright  and  melting  eye, 
Of  the  soft  velvet  cheek  and  balmy  breath, 
Whose  lips  the  coral's  deepest  tints  outvie, 
Thy  bosom  fairer  than  the  winter  wreath  ! 
Before  thou  yieldest  those  lips  of  simple  faith, 
Or  givest  that  heaving  breast  to  love's  caress, 
O  look  beyond ! — the  sweet  luxuriant  path 
May  lead  thee  into  labyrinth  of  distress  ! 
Think  of  this  comely  May,  nor  deem  thy  danger  less. 

15. 
Blame  not  the  bard,  who  yearns  thy  peace  to  save, 
Who  fain  would  see  thy  virtuous  worth  excel 
Thy  beauty,  and  thy  purity  engrave 
Where  time  may  scarce  the  lines  of  life  cancel. 
Deem  not  he  on  thy  foibles  lists  to  dwell, 
Thy  failings,  or  the  dangers  thee  belay ; 
'Tis  all  to  caution  thee,  and  warn  thee  well. 
Wipe  but  thy  little  stains  of  love  away, 
And  thou  art  goodness  all,  and  pure  as  bloom  of  May. 


Canto  III.  THE  COTTAGE.  77 

16. 
To  give  thy  secret  ear  to  lover's  tale, 
Or  cast  approving  glance,  is  kindly  done ; 
But,  ere  thy  soul  the  darling  sweets  inhale, 
Mark  out  the  bourn — nor  farther  be  thou  won. 
Eventful  is  the  sequel,  once  begun, 
And  ail  delusive  sweets  that  onward  lie  : 
Think  of  the  inmost  nook  of  cottage  lone, 
Of  the  blenched  cheek,  the  bleared  and  swimming  eye, 
And  how  'twill  thee  become,  the  unsainted  lullaby  ! 

17. 
'Tis  done  !  and  Shame  his  masterpiece  hath  wrought ! 
Why  should  the  laws  of  God  and  man  combine 
To  sear  the  heart  with  keenest  sorrows  fraught, 
And  every  blush  and  every  tear  enshrine 
In  brazen  tomb  of  punishment  malign  ? 
The  gentle  sufferer  beacon  stands  to  scorn ! 
Kincraigy's  dame  is  sunk  in  woes  condign ! 
A  helpless  minstrel  to  her  house  is  born ! 
A  grandson,  hale  and  fair,  and  comely  as  the  morn. 
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18. 
Poor  child  of  shame!  thy  fortune  to  divine 
Would  conjure  up  the  scenes  of  future  pain  ! 
No  father's  house,  nor  shielding  arm  is  thine  ; 
No  banquet  hails  thee,  stranger  of  disdain  ! 
A  lowly  shelter  from  the  wind  and  rain 
Hides  thy  young  weetless  head,  unwelcome  guest ! 
And  thy  unholy  frame  must  long  remain 
Unhouselled,  and  by  churchman's  tongue  unblest ; 
Yet  peaceful  is  thy  sleep,  cradled  on  guileless  breast ! 

\ 

19. 

Hard  works  Kincraigy  'mid  his  woodland  reign, 

And  boasts  his  earnings  to  his  flustered  dame  ; 

Seemed  as  unknowing  the  event  of  pain, 

Nor  once  by  him  is  named  his  daughter's  name, 

Till  ardent  matron  of  the  hamlet  came, 

And  brought  the  child  abrupt  his  eye  before  : 

He  saw  the  guiltless  his  protection  claim, 

With  little  arms  outstretched  seemed  to  implore — 

He  kissed  the  babe  and  wept,  then  hasted  to  the  door. 
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20. 
But  oh !  Kincraigy's  dame  is  warped  in  dread ! 
The  days  of  Heaven's  forbearance  are  outgone, 
And  round  the  unchristened  babe's  unholy  bed 
No  guardian  spirits  watch  at  midnight  lone  ! 
Well  to  malignant  elves  the  same  was  known — 
There  slept  the  babe,  to  them  an  easy  prey. 
O  !  every  nightly  buzz  or  distant  moan 
Drove  the  poor  dame's  unrooted  wits  away  ! 
Her  terror  'twas  by  night,  her  thought  and  prayer  by 
day. 

21. 
Still  waxed  her  dread,  for  ah  !  too  well  she  knew 
Her  floor,  o'ernight,  had  frames  unearthly  borne! 
Around  her  cot  the  giggling  fairies  flew, 
And  all  arrangement  altered  ere  the  morn ! 
At  eve,  the  candle  of  its  beams  was  shorn, 
While  a  blue  halo  round  the  flame  would  play  ; 
And  she  could  hear  the  fairies'  fitful  horn 
Ring  in  her  ears  an  eldritch  roundelay, 
When  every  eye  was  shut,  and  her's  all  wakeful  lay. 
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22. 

And  many  a  private  mark  the  infant  bore, 
Surveyed  each  morn  with  dread  which  none  can  tell, 
Lest  the  real  child  was  borne  to  downward  shore, 
And  in  his  stead,  and  form,  by  fairy  spell, 
Some  froward  elfin  child,  deformed  and  fell ! 
O  how  her  troubled  breast  with  horror  shook, 
Lest  thing  from  confines  of  the  lower  hell 
Might  sit  upon  her  knee  and  on  her  look  ! — 
'Twas  more  than  her  weak  mind  and  fading  form  could 
brook. 

23. 
Sweet  Ila  Moore  had  borne  the  world's  revile 
With  meekness,  and  with  warm  repentant  tears ; 
At  church  anathemas  she  well  could  smile, 
And  silent  oft  of  faithless  man  she  hears. 
But  now  a  kind  misjudging  parent's  fears 
Oppressed  her  heart — her  father  too  would  sigh 
O'er  the  unrighteous  babe,  whose  early  years 
Excluded  were  from  saints'  society  ! 
Disowned  by  God  and  man,  an  heathen  he  might  die  ! 
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24. 

Forthwith  she  tried  a  letter  to  indite, 
To  rouse  the  faithless  Mador's  dormant  flame  : 
Her  soul  was  racked  with  feelings  opposite ; 
She  found  no  words  proportioned  to  his  blame. 
At  memory's  page  her  blushes  went  and  came ; 
And  aye  she  stooped  and  o'er  the  cradle  hung, 
Called  her  loved  infant  by  his  father's  name, 
Then  framed  a  little  lay,  and  thus  she  sung — 
"  Thy  father's  far  away,  thy  mother  all  too  young ! 

25. 
"  Be  still,  my  babe  !  be  still ! — the  die  is  cast ! 
Beyond  thy  weal  no  joy  remains  for  me ! 
Thy  mother's  spring  was  clouded  and  o'erpast 
Erewhile  the  blossom  opened  on  the  tree ! 
But  I  will  nurse  thee  kindly  on  my  knee, 
In  spite  of  every  taunt  and  jeering  tongue ; 
O  thy  sweet  eye  will  melt  my  wrongs  to  see, 
And  thy  kind  little  heart  with  grief  be  wrung ! 
Thy  father's  far  away,  thy  mother  all  too  young ! 

dS 
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26. 

"  If  haggard  poverty  should  overtake, 
And  threat  our  onward  journey  to  forelay, 
For  thee  I'll  pull  the  berries  of  the  brake, 
Wake  half  the  night,  and  toil  the  live-long  day ; 
And  when  proud  manhood  o'er  thy  brow  shall  play, 
For  me  thy  bow  in  forest  shall  be  strung : 
The  memory  of  my  errors  shall  decay, 
And  of  the  song  of  shame  I  oft  have  sung, 
Of  father  far  away,  and  mother  all  too  young ! 

27. 
"  But  oh  !  when  mellowed  lustre  gilds  thine  eye, 
And  love's  soft  passion  thrills  thy  youthful  frame, 
Let  this  memorial  bear  thy  mind  on  high 
Above  the  guilty  and  regretful  flame, 
The  mildew  of  the  soul,  the  mark  of  shame ! 
Think  of  the  fruit  before  the  bloom  that  sprung ! 
When  in  the  twilight  bower  with  beauteous  dame, 
Let  this  unbreathed  lay  hang  on  thy  tongue — 
Thy  father's  far  away,  thy  mother  all  too  young !" 
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28. 
When  days  and  nights  a  stained  scroll  had  seen 
Beneath  young  Ila  Moore's  betrothed  eye ; 
When  many  a  tear  had  dropt  the  lines  between, 
When  dim  the  page  with  many  a  burning  sigh, 
A  boy  is  charged  to  Scotland's  court  to  hie 
The  pledge  to  bear,  nor  leave  the  Minstrel's  door 
Till  answer  came. — Alas  !  nor  low,  nor  high, 
Porter  nor  groom,  nor  warder  of  the  tower, 
Had  ever  heard  the  name  of  Mador  of  the  Moor. 


MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


CANTO  FOURTH. 


Wfyt  $almt  r. 


ARGUMENT. 

Did  ye  never  hear  o'  the  puir  auld  man, 
That  doughtna  live,  and  coudna  die  ? 

Wha  spak  to  the  spirits  a*  night  lang, 
ArC  saw  the  things  we  coudna  see, 

Any  raised  the  bairnies  out  o'  the  grave  ?- 
0  but  a  waesome  sight  was  he  I 


MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR. 


CANTO  FOURTH. 


Clje  palmer* 


There  is  a  bounded  sphere,  where  human  grief 

May  all  the  energies  of  mind  benumb ; 

'Twixt  purpose  and  regret,  it  seeks  relief 

In  unavailing  plaint,  or  musings  dumb ; 

But  to  o'erwhelming  height  when  mounts  the  sum, 

Oft,  to  itself  superior,  mind  hath  shone. 

That  broken  reed,  Dependence,  overcome, 

Where  dwells  the  might  that  may  the  soul  unthrone, 

Whose  proud  resolve  is  moored  on  its  own  powers  alone? 
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2. 
Why  is  young  Ila  dight  in  robes  so  gay, 
Her  hue  more  lovely  than  the  gold  refined  ? 
Why  bears  she  to  the  southern  vales  away, 
And  leaves  the  woody  banks  of  Tay  behind, 
Her  beauteous  boy  well  wrapt  from  sun  and  wind 
In  mantle  spangled  like  the  heath  in  flower? — 
Ah !  she  is  gone  her  wandering  love  to  find, 
In  court  or  camp,  in  hall  or  lady's  bower, 
Resolved  to  die,  or  find  young  Mador  of  the  Moor. 

3. 
Had  she  not  cause  to  weep  her  piteous  plight  ? 
In  the  wide  world  unfriended  thus  to  be ! 
A  babe,  unweaned,  companion  of  her  flight ! — 
She  did  not  weep ;  her  spirits  bounded  free, 
And,  all  indignant  that  her  injury 
Moved  no  congenial  feeling  on  her  side, 
With  robe  of  green,  upfolded  to  her  knee, 
And  light  unsandalled  foot,  o'er  wastes  so  wide 
She  journeyed  far  away,  with  Heaven  alone  to  guide. 
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She  had  not  traversed  far  the  woods  of  Bran,         , 
Nor  of  her  native  hills  had  lost  the  view, 
Where  oft,  on  maidhood's  lightsome  foot,  she  ran, 
Pilfering  the  rock-rose  and  the  harebell  blue, 
Or  moorland  berries  bathed  in  autumn  dew, 
When,  startled,  she  beheld  a  Palmer  grey- 
Rise  from  beneath  a  lonely  ronkled  yew, 
Where  he  had  prostrate  lain  since  dawn  of  day, 
Who  proffered  her  his  hand,  companion  of  her  way. 

5. 
He  seemed  familiar  with  her  wrongs  and  aim ! 
Full  oft  she  viewed  his  face,  if  she  might  see 
Some  feature  there  that  might  acquaintance  claim — 
It  wore  the  mysteries  of  eternity ! 
That  face  was  mild  as  face  of  age  could  be, 
Yet  something  there  'twas  dread  to  look  upon  ; 
A  mien  between  profound  and  vacancy, 
Bewraying  thought  to  mortal  man  unknown, 
Or  soul  abstract  from  sense,  with  feelings  all  its  own. 
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6. 

She  marvelled  much  to  hear,  as  on  they  went, 
His  heavenly  converse  and  his  sage  replies ; 
But  marked  him  oft  regard  with  fond  intent 
Things  all  invisible  to  mortal  eyes. 
The  light-winged  winds,  that  flaunted  through  the  skies, 
Spoke  in  small  voices,  like  the  Elfin's  tongue ; 
From  welling  fountains  harmonies  would  rise, 
Like  song  of  lark  high  in  the  rainbow  hung ; — 
Seemed  as  if  distant  hymns  of  other  worlds  they  sung. 

7. 
In  pleasing  dread  she  sojourned  by  his  side, 
Nor  durst  she  his  companionship  forego ; 
But  either  fear  her  faculties  belied, 
Else  speech  was  whispered  from  the  earth  below, 
And  elemental  converse  round  did  flow. 
The  stranger  answered  oft  in  varied  tone ; 
Then  he  would  smile,  and  chide  she  knew  not  who ! 
Seemed  as  to  him  each  herald  cloud  was  known, 
That  crept  along  the  hill,  or  sailed  the  starry  zone. 
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8. 
"  Give  me  thy  child,  fair  dame,"  he  said,  and  smiled, 
Clasping  his  arms  around  the  comely  boy. 
'•'  Give  me  the  child,  thy  youth  is  sorely  toiled, 
And  I  will  bear  him  half  the  way  with  joy." 
She  loosed  her  hold,  unwilling  to  seem  coy : 
Scarce  was  the  timid  act  of  sufferance  done, 
Ere  wild  ideas  wrought  her  sore  annoy, 
That  Elfin  King  the  unchristened  babe  had  won  : 
Deep  in  her  heart  she  prayed  that  God  would  save  her 
son! 

9. 
She  looked  each  moment  when  the  old  man's  form 
Would  change  to  something  of  unearthly  guise  ; 
She  looked  each  moment  when  the  thunder-storm 
Would  roll  in  folded  sulphur  from  the  skies, 
And  snatch  them  from  her  terror-darkened  eyes ! 
She  followed  nigh,  enfeebled  with  affright, 
And  saw  her  boy,  in  roguish  playful  wise, 
Pulling  the  old  man's  beard  with  all  his  might, — 
The  change  to  him  was  fraught  with  new  and  high  delight. 
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10. 

Her  heart  was  quieted,  but  ill  at  rest, 

And  gave  unwonted  thoughts  a  teeming  birth 

Of  this  most  reverend  and  mysterious  guest, 

Who  scarcely  seemed  an  habitant  of  earth. 

The  day  was  wearing  late,  no  friendly  hearth 

Was  nigh,  where  converse  might  the  time  betray ; 

The  storm  was  hanging  on  the  mountain  swarth 

Condense  and  gloomy,  threatening  sore  dismay 

To  wanderer  of  the  hills,  on  rough  and  pathless  way. 

11. 

A  darksome  sheiling,  westward  on  the  waste, 

Stood  like  a  lonely  hermit  of  the  glen ; 

A  small  green  sward  its  bastioned  walls  embraced, 

Kything  right  simply  sweet  to  human  ken : 

On  tiny  path,  unmarked  by  steps  of  men, 

To  that  they  turned,  in  hopes  of  welcome  meet ; 

'Twas  only  then  the  grovelling  badger's  den, 

Damp  was  its  floor  untrode  by  human  feet, 

And  cold,  cold  lay  the  hearth,  uncheered  by  kindly  heat! 
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12. 
The  marten,  from  his  vault  beneath  the  wall, 
Peeped  forth  with  fiend-like  eye  and  fetid  breath ; 
They  heard  the  young  brock's  whining  hunger-call, 
And  the  grim  polecat's  grinding  voice  beneath. 
The  merlin  from  his  raftered  home,  in  wrath, 
^Flitted  with  flapping  wing  and  eldritch  scream  ; 
No  downward  sepulchre,  nor  vault  of  death, 
Did  ever  deed  of  horror  more  beseem  ; 
Twas  like  some  rueful  cave  seen  in  perturbed  dream. 

13. 
The  storm  was  on,  and  darkening  still  behind ; 
Alternate  rushed  the  rain  and  rattling  hail ; 
In  deepened  breathings  sighed  the  cumbered  wind  ; 
Played  the  swift  gleam  along  the  boreal  pale, 
While  distant  thunder  murmured  o'er  the  gale : 
Far  up  the  incumbent  cloud  its  voice  began, 
Then,  like  resistless  angel,  bound  to  scale 
The  southern  heaven,  along  the  void  it  ran, 
Booming,  in  wrathful  tone,  vengeance  on  sinful  man. 
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14. 

It  was  a  dismal  and  portentous  hour : 

A  mute  astonishment  and  torpid  dread 

Had  settled  on  the  soul  of  Ila  Moore ; 

In  whispered  prayers,  of  Heaven  she  sought  remede  : 

For  well  she  knew,  that  He,  who  deigned  to  feed 

The  plumeless  sea-bird  on  the  stormy  main, 

The  raven,  and  the  osprey's  orphan  breed, 

To  save  an  injured  heart  would  not  disdain, 

Nor  leave  the  souls  he  made  to  sorrow  and  to  pain. 

15. 
Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  rolling  thunder  came, 
Muffled  in  moving  pall  of  midnight  hue ; 
Fiercer  and  fiercer  burst  the  flakes  of  flame 
From  out  the  forge  of  Heaven  in  burning  blue. 
They  split  the  yawning  cloud,  and  downward  flew ; 
Before  their  wrath  the  solid  hill  was  riven  ; 
Some  in  the  lake  their  fiery  heads  imbrue, 
Its  startled  waters  to  the  sky  were  driven, 
Belching  as  if  it  mocked  the  angry  coil  of  Heaven. 
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16. 
O  ye,  who  mock  religion's  faded  sway, 
And  flout  the  mind  that  bows  to  Heaven's  decree, 
Think  of  the  fortitude  of  that  fair  May, 
Her  simple  youth,  in  such  a  place  to  be, 
In  such  a  night,  and  in  such  company, — 
With  guest  she  weened  not  man  of  woman  born, 
A  babe  unblest  upon  her  youthful  knee ! 
Had  she  not  cause  to  deem  her  case  forlorn  ? 
No !  trusting  to  her  God,  she  calmly  waited  morn. 

17. 
The  Palmer  did  no  sign  of  fear  bewray, 
But  raised  a  fire  with  well  accustomed  hand, 
Smiled  at  the  thunder's  break  and  startling  bray, 
The  chilly  hail-shower  and  the  whizzing  brand, 
In  wild  turmoil  that  vollied  o'er  the  land. 
Then  he  would  mutter  prayer,  or  rite  of  sin; 
Then  prattle  to  the  child  in  language  bland  ; 
While  the  fond  mother  groaned  in  heart  within, 
Lest  at  the  turn  of  night  the  fiends  her  babe  might  win. 
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18. 
The  Palmer,  for  his  helpless  partners,  made 
A  bed  of  flowery  heath  and  rushes  green  ; 
Then  o'er  the  twain  his  mantle  kindly  spread, 
And  bade  them  sleep  secure,  though  lodged  so  mean  ; 
For  near  that  lowly  couch,  by  them  unseen, 
There  stood  a  form  familiar  to  his  eye, 
Whose  look  was  marked  with  dignity  serene, 
To  ward  the  freakish  fays  that  lingered  nigh, 
Who  seemed  on  evil  bent — he  saw  not,  knew  not  why. 

19. 
The  Palmer  watched  beside  the  hissing  flame, 
The  mother  clasped  her  child  in  silence  deep; 
That  speech  of  mystery  thrilled  her  ardent  frame, 
For  why? — she  knew  the  fays  their  wake  did  keep 
To  reave  her  child  if  she  should  yield  to  sleep ! 
No  sleep  she  knew — if  woman's  word  is  aught — 
But,  venturing  o'er  her  coverlet  to  peep, 
Whether  through  glamour  or  bewildered  thought, 
She  there  beheld  a  scene  with  awful  wonder  fraught. 
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20. 
From  every  crevice  of  the  wall  there  looked 
Small  elvish  faces  of  malignity ! 
And  oh,  their  gleaming  eyes  could  ill  be  brooked ! 
All  bent  upon  the  babe  that  slumbered  by ! 
Ready  they  seemed  upon  their  prey  to  fly, 
And  oft  they  sprung,  or  stole  with  wary  tread ; 
But  o'er  the  couch  a  form  of  majesty 
Stood  all  serene,  whose  eye  the  spirits  fled, 
Waring  the  golden  wand  she  waved  around  the  bed. 

21. 
The  Palmer  saw — and,  as  the  damsel  thought, 
Joyed  that  the  assailing  spirits  were  outdone : 
Still  waxed  their  number,  still  they  fiercer  fought, 
Till  the  last  lingering  sand  of  night  was  run, 
Till  the  red  star  the  gate  of  heaven  had  won, 
And  woke  the  dreaming  eagle's  lordly  bay, 
And  heath-cock's  larum  on  the  moorland  dun  ; 
Then  did  they  shrink,  and  vanish  from  the  fray, 
Far  from  the  eye  of  Morn,  on  downward  paths  away. 

VOL.  IV.  E 
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22. 

Spent  was  the  night,  and  the  old  reverend  sire 

Had  never  closed  his  eyes,  but  watched  and  wept, 

Muttering  low  vespers  o'er  his  feeble  fire, 

Or,  all  intent,  a  watchful  silence  kept. 

Now  o'er  his  silver  beard  the  round  tear  dripped, 

Aside  his  cowl  with  hurried  hand  he  flung, 

Wiped  his  high  brow,  and  cheek  with  sorrow  steeped, 

Then,  with  an  upcast  eye  and  tremulous  tongue, 

Unto  the  God  of  Life  this  matin  hymn  he  sung. 


Zi)t  palmer's  iftorning  %gmn. 

Lauded  be  thy  name  for  ever, 
Thou,  of  life  the  guard  and  giver! 
Thou  canst  guard  thy  creatures  sleeping, 
Heal  the  heart  long  broke  with  weeping, 
Rule  the  ouphes  and  elves  at  will 
That  vex  the  air  or  haunt  the  hill, 
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And  all  the  fury  subject  keep 
Of  boiling  cloud  and  chafed  deep  ! 
I  have  seen,  and  well  I  know  it ! 
Thou  hast  done,  and  thou  wilt  do  it ! 
God  of  stillness  and  of  motion! 
Of  the  rainbow  and  the  ocean  ! 
Of  the  mountain,  rock,  and  river ! 
Blessed  be  thy  name  for  ever ! 

I  have  seen  thy  wondrous  might 
Through  the  shadows  of  this  night ! 
Thou,  who  slumber'st  not,  nor  sleepest, 
Blest  are  they  thou  kindly  keepest ! 
Spirits,  from  the  ocean  under, 
Liquid  flame,  and  levelled  thunder, 
Need  not  waken  nor  alarm  them — 
All  combined  they  cannot  harm  them. 
God  of  evening's  yellow  ray ; 
God  of  yonder  dawning  day, 
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That  rises  from  the  distant  sea 
Like  breathings  of  eternity  ! 
Thine  the  flaming  sphere  of  light ! 
Thine  the  darkness  of  the  night ! 
Thine  are  all  the  gems  of  even, 
God  of  angels  !  God  of  heaven  ! 
God  of  life,  that  fade  shall  never! 
Glory  to  thy  name  for  ever ! 


23. 
That  little  song  of  rapt  devotion  fell 
Upon  a  feeling  heart,  to  nature  true, 
So  soothing  sweet,  'twas  like  the  distant  swell 
Of  seraph  hymn  along  the  vales  of  blue, 
When  first  they  ope  to  sainted  spirit's  view, 
That  through  the  wilds  of  space  hath  journeyed  far, 
Hoping,  yet  trembling  as  he  onward  flew, 
Lest  God  the  emerald  gates  of  heaven  might  bar, 
Till  rests  the  joyous  shade  on  some  sweet  peaceful  star. 
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24. 

Till  then  she  knew  not  that  the  wondrous  sage 
Was  conversant  with  Heaven,  or  fiends  of  hell ; 
Till  then  she  knew  not  that  his  reverend  age 
Cared  of  the  Almighty  or  his  love  to  tell. 
Sweet  and  untroubled  as  the  dews  that  fell 
Her  morning  slumbers  were — the  Palmer  lay 
Stretched  on  the  unyielding  stone,  accustomed  well 
To  penance  dire,  and  spirits'  wild  deray: 
There  slept  they  all  in  peace  till  high  uprose  the  day. 

25. 
They  journeyed  on  by  Almond's  silver  stream, 
That  wimpled  down  a  green  untrodden  wild  ; 
By  turns  their  hapless  stories  were  the  theme, 
And  aye  the  listener  bore  the  pleased  child. 
The  attentive  sage  nor  chided  nor  reviled, 
When  simple  tale  of  maiden  love  she  said ; 
Meek  his  reproof,  and  flowed  in  words  so  mild, 
It  tended  much  her  constancy  to  aid, 
And  cheer  her  guileless  heart  from  truth  that  never 
strayed. 
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26. 

"  Fair  dame,"  he  said,  "  thou  may'st  have  done  amiss  ; 

And  thou  art  brought  to  poverty  and  woe ! 

What  now  remains,  but  quietly  to  kiss 

The  lash  that  hangs  o'er  virtue's  overthrow  ? 

Be  virtue  still  thy  meed,  thy  trust,  and  know 

It  thee  befits  from  murmur  to  refrain  ; 

No  plaint  of  thy  just  wounds  be  heard  to  flow, 

The  hand  that  gave  will  bind  them  up  again. 

List  my  distracting  tale,  and  blame  thy  fortune  then ! 

27. 
"  I  was  the  lord  of  Stormont's  fertile  bound, 
Of  Isla's  vale,  and  Eroch's  woodland  glade : 
I  loved — I  sighed — my  warmest  hopes  were  crowned — 
O  deed  of  shame  !  I  vowed,  and  I  betrayed  ! 
The  proud  Matilda,  now  no  longer  maid, 
Disdained  my  base  unfaithful  heart  to  move; 
She  knew  not  to  solicit,  nor  upbraid ; 
But  did  a  deed,  the  last  of  lawless  love  ! — 
Ah !  it  hath  seared  my  soul,  that  peace  no  more  shall 
prove ! 
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28. 

"  I  knew  not  all,  yet  marvelled  much  to  see 
That  scarce  a  circling  year  had  rolled  away, 
Ere  she  appeared  the  gayest  maid  to  be 
That  graced  the  hall,  or  gambolled  at  the  play. 
With  Methven's  lord  was  fixed  her  bridal  day : 
Proud  of  her  triumph,  I — the  chiefest  guest — 
Led  her  to  church — Ah !  never  such  array 
Did  woman's  form  of  vanity  invest ! 
Bright  as  the  orient  ray,  or  streamer  of  the  west. 

29. 
"  Scarce  had  w«  stepped,  the  foremost  of  the  train, 
Within  the  church-yard's  low  and  crumbling  wall, 
When,  sweet  as  sunbeam  gleaming  through  the  rain, 
We  saw  a  shining  row  of  children  small. 
Fair  were  their  forms,  and  fair  their  robes  withal ; 
But  O  !  each  radiant  and  unmoving  eye 
Was  fixed  on  us ! — forget  I  never  shall 
How  well  they  seemed  my  very  soul  to  spy ! 
And  hers — the  sparkling  bride,  that  moved  so  grace- 
ful by ! 
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30. 

"  Proud  of  their  note,  or  charmed  with  the  sight. 

She  turned  aside  with  step  of  dignity  : 

All  still  and  motionless,  they  stood  upright, 

Save  one  sweet  babe  that  slightly  bent  the  knee, 

With  such  a  smile  of  mild  benignity  \ 

These  eyes  shall  ne'er  such  face  again  behold! 

His  flaxen  curls  like  filmy  silk  did  flee ; 

His  tiny  form  seemed  cast  in  heavenly  mould ; 

His  cheek  like  blossom  pale,  in  April  morning  cold. 

31. 
"  '  Sweet  babe,'  she  simpered,  with  affected  mien, 
<  Thou  art  a  lovely  boy ;  if  thou  wert  mine, 
I'd  deck  thee  in  the  gold  and  diamonds  sheen, 
And  daily  bathe  thee  in  the  rosy  wine  ; 
The  musk-rose  and  the  balmy  eglantine 
Around  thy  soft  and  silken  couch  should  play : 
How  fondly  would  these  arms  around  thee  twine ! 
Asleep  or  waking,  I  would  watch  thee  aye, 
Caress  thee  all  the  night,  and  love  thee  all  the  day.' 
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32. 
"  '  O  lady,  of  the  proud  unfeeling  soul, 
Tis  not  three  little  months  since  I  was  thine ; 
And  thou  did'st  deck  me  in  the  grave-cloth  foul, 
And  bathe  me  in  the  blood — that  blood  was  mine ! 
Instead  of  damask  rose  and  eglantine, 
The  reptile's  brood  plays  round  my  guiltless  core ! 
Ah  !  could'st  thou  deem  there  was  no  eye  divine, 
And  that  the  deed  would  sleep  for  evermore? 
Did'st  thou  ne'er  see  this  pale,  this  pleading  look  before  T 


"  That  moment  I  beheld,  beneath  mine  eye, 

A  smiling  babe,  with  hands  and  eyes  upraised  ; 

A  pale  and  frantic  mother  trembled  nigh — 

She  kneeled — sheseized  its  arm!— the  knife  was  raised — 

*  Hold,  hold !'  I  cried  ;  yet  motionless  I  gazed, 

And  saw O  God  of  Heaven  !  I  see  it  now  ! 

I  see  the  eye-beam  sink  in  deadly  haze ; 
The  quivering  lip,  the  bent  and  gelid  brow ! — 
O  I  shall  see  that  sight  in  being  yet  to  know ! 
e  3 
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34. 

"  To  wild  disorder  turned  the  bridal  hall ! 

Oh,  still  at  me  her  frenzied  looks  she  threw  1 

All  in  amazement  fled  the  festival, 

The  sufferer  to  the  wild  at  midnight  flew  ! — 

Thou  found'st  me  underneath  a  lonely  yew ; 

There  I  have  prayed,  and  oft  must  pray  again ! 

There  ravens  fed !  and  red  the  daisies  grew ! — 

Yet  they  were  white  !  without  a  dye  or  stain, 

The  slender  scattered  bones  there  bleached  in  the  rain ! 

35. 
"  Fair  dame,  thy  crime  is  purity  to  mine  ! 
I  must  go  pray,  for  I  am  haunted  still : 
In  Heaven  is  mercy  ! — I  may  not  repine, 
But  bow  submissive,  since  it  is  the  will 
Of  him,  who  cares  and  feels  for  human  ill  I 
They  deem  me  mad,  and  laugh  my  woes  to  scorn, 
And  name  me  crazy  Connel  of  the  hill : 
My  heart  is  broke  !  my  brain  with  watching  worn  ! 
I  must  go  pray  to  God,  for  I  am  racked  and  torn  1" 
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36. 

He  kneeled  beside  the  grey  stone  on  the  heath, 
And  loud  his  orisons  of  dread  began  ; 
Such  words  were  never  framed  of  human  breath, 
Such  tones  of  vehemence  never  poured  by  man ! 
Madly  through  veiled  mysteries  he  ran, 
With  voice  of  howling  and  unvisioned  eye; 
Then  would  the  tears  drop  o'er  his  cheek  so  wan, 
And  he  would  calmly  plead,  with  throb  and  sigh, 
And  name  his  Saviour's  name  with  deep  humility. 

37. 
Three  days  they  journeyed  on  through  moor  and  dale, 
Till  faded  far  the  hills  of  Tay  behind ; 
Still  he  was  gentle  as  the  southern  gale, 
Mild  as  the  lamb,  compassionate  and  kind ! 
But  oh,  far  wilder  than  the  winter  wind 
Whene'er  a  world  of  spirits  was  the  theme ! 
Then  he  would  name  unbodied  things  of  mind, 
That  paced  the  air,  or  skimmed  along  the  stream ! 
His  life  seemed  all  a  waste,  a  wild  and  troubled  dream. 
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38. 
Still  had  the  crime  of  innocence  betrayed, 
Which  terminated  not  with  shame  alone, 
Oppressed  his  heart  and  on  his  reason  preyed ; 
In  tears  of  blood  that  crime  he  did  bemoan. 
Though  mazed  were  all  his  thoughts,  yet  to  atone 
For  that  to  Heaven  which  reckless  he  had  done, 
O'er  maiden  innocence  to  watch  anon 
He  ceased  not,  wearied  not,  till  life  was  run. 
O  be  his  tale  a  warning,  youthful  vice  to  shun! 

39. 
When  nigh  the  verge  of  southern  vale  they  came, 
And  green  Strathallan  opened  to  their  view, 
He  blest  the  child  and  mother  in  the  name 
Of  heaven's  Eternal  King,  with  reverence  due ; 
Then  turning  round,  with  maddened  strides  withdrew 
Back  to  his  desart  solitude  again, 
To  watch  the  moon,  and  pray  beneath  his  yew, 
Controlling  spirits  on  their  mountain  reign, 
Till  death  brought  unity,  for  ever  to  remain. 
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CANTO  FIFTH. 


CJ)t  Christening* 


ARGUMENT. 

I  gat  thee  in  my  father  s  bower 
WV  muckle  shame  and  sin, 

An  brought  thee  up  in  good  greenwood 
Aneath  the  heavy  rain. 

Oft  hae  I  by  thy  cradle  sat, 
An  fondly  seen  thee  sleep—- 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  # 
Gae  rowe  my  young  son  in  the  silk, 
An   lay  my  lady  as  white  as  the  milk. 
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CANTO  FIFTH. 


CJje  Christening* 


i. 

Old  Strevline,  thou  stand'st  beauteous  on  the  height, 

Amid  thy  peaceful  vales  of  every  dye, 

Amid  bewildered  waves  of  silvery  light 

That  maze  the  mind  and  toil  the  raptured  eye. 

Thy  distant  mountains,  spiring  to  the  sky, 

Seem  blended  with  the  mansions  of  the  blest ; 

How  proudly  rise  their  gilded  points  on  high 

Above  the  morning  cloud  and  man's  behest ! 

Like  thrones  of  angels  hung  upon  the  welkin's  breast. 
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2. 

For  these  I  love  thee !  but  I  love  thee  more 
For  the  grey  relics  of  thy  martial  towers, 
Thy  mouldering  palaces  and  ramparts  hoar, 
Throned  on  the  granite  pile  that  grimly  lowers, 
Memorial  of  the  times,  when  hostile  powers 
So  often  proved  thy  steadfast  patriot  worth. 
May  every  honour  wait  thy  future  hours, 
And  glad  the  children  of  thy  kindred  Forth ! 
I  love  thy  very  name,  old  bulwark  of  the  North ! 

3. 
Alas !  the  winding  Forth,  and  golden  vale, 
Caught  not  the  eye  of  her  who  sought  thy  gate  \ 
Her  spirits  sunk,  her  heart  began  to  fail ! 
Weeping  she  came,  nor  could  her  tale  relate : 
Mador  she  named,  and,  trembling  for  her  fate, 
Watched  the  tall  porter's  dark  unmeaning  stare, 
Who  jested  rudely  of  her  hapless  state, 
And  bade  her  to  some  distant  country  fare, 
For  such  a  name  as  that  no  Scot  did  ever  bear. 
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4. 
Humbly  she  begged  to  fare  the  porch  within, 
That  of  the  nobles  she  a  view  might  gain, 
And  her  inquiries  cautiously  begin ; 
But  all  her  urgent  prayers  and  tears  were  vain. 
Harsh  she  was  told,  "  no  longer  to  remain, 
For  knights  and  lords  would  soon  be  passing  by, 
And  they  would  be  offended  at  such  stain 
Upon  their  knighthood  and  their  honours  high : 
That  such  as  she  seemed  made  for  mischief  purposely.'* 

5. 
No  beam  of  anger  rayed  her  glistening  eye, 
It  sunk  like  star  within  the  rubied  west ; 
Or  like  the  tinted  dew-bell,  seen  to  lie 
Upon  the  rose-leaf  tremblingly  at  rest, 
Then  softly  sinks  upon  its  opening  breast — 
So  sunk  her  eye,  while  firmly  she  replied, 
"  Since  no  appeal,  nor  plea  of  the  distressed, 
To  Scotland's  court  may  come,  whate'er  betide, 
Thou  shalt  not  drive  me  hence  till  I  am  satisfied." 
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6. 

O  many  an  eve  she  wandered  round  the  rock, 

In  hopes  her  faithless  Minstrel  to  espy ; 

And  many  a  time  to  dame  and  townsman  spoke, 

With  blush  obtrusive,  and  with  question  shy  ; 

But  nor  by  name,  by  garb,  by  minstrelsy, 

Nor  strict  discernment,  could  she  Mador  find : 

Her  fond  and  ardent  hopes  began  to  die  ; 

In  cheerless  apathy  with  all  mankind, 

She  only  wished  to  leave  the  world  and  shame  behind  ! 

7. 
Loath  to  depart  and  seek  a  cheerless  home, 
Down  at  the  base  of  Strevline's  rock  she  lay  ; 
She  wished  her  head  laid  in  the  peaceful  tomb ! 
She  kissed  her  boy,  but  word  she  could  not  say. 
She  turned  her  eyes  to  heaven  in  act  to  pray — 
O  hold  those  lips,  unused  to  give  offence ! 
That  prayer  will  rise  in  wild  impassioned  way ; 
How  have  thy  woes  arisen,  and  from  whence  ? 
O  search,  before  thou  darest  accuse  Omnipotence  ! 
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8. 

The  worthy  Abbot  of  Dunfermline  came  ; 

He  marked  her  beauty,  and  he  heard  her  weep. 

Silent  he  paused,  and  eyed  her  lovely  frame ; 

For  churchmen  aye  observant  eye  do  keep 

On  female  beauty,  though  devotion  deep 

And  homilies  behove  the  holy  mood ; 

From  rostrum  still  in  wily  guise  they  peep — 

For  why  ? — by  them  'tis  wisely  understood, 

That  to  admire  the  chief  of  all  Heaven's  works  is  good. 

9. 
The  Abbot  ne'er  had  looked  on  face  so  meek ; 
The  pleasure  that  it  gave  was  mixed  with  pain ; 
He  saw  her  lift  her  full  blue  eyes  to  speak, 
She  only  sighed  and  cast  them  down  again, 
Then  viewed  her  babe,  while  tears  fell  down  like  rain, 
Wiped  her  young  cheek,  and  back  her  ringlets  threw : 
The  Abbot's  honest  bosom  heaved  amain  ; 
A  look  so  lovely  ne'er  had  met  his  view — 
'Twas  like  a  forest  rose,  wet  with  untimely  dew ! 
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10. 

Question  respectful,  and  sincere  reply, 
Brought  on  a  long  and  earnest  conference ; 
The  tale  was  told  of  Mador  s  perfidy 
Which  thou  hast  heard — but  still,  on  some  pretence 
Of  treacherous  memory,  or  lost  incidence, 
The  Abbot  caused  her  tell  it  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Then  did  he  stand  in  long  and  deep  suspense, 
As  bent  some  dubious  mystery  to  explore ; 
As  one  who  little  said,  but  thought  and  knew  much 
more. 

11. 
Still  did  his  eye  oppress  the  gentle  dame; 
Not  on  her  face,  but  arm,  it  seemed  to  stay ; 
She  weened  her  boy  did  this  attention  claim, 
And  set  his  cap,  and  donned  his  overlay ; 
Then  watched  the  Abbot's  eye — but  not  that  way 
It  seemed  to  bend — A  trivial  ring  she  wore, 
Of  silver  framed,  neglected,  old,  and  grey, 
Warped  with  the  unknown  mysteries  of  yore ; — 
'Twas  on  that  ancient  ring  his  eye  directly  bore. 
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12. 
"  Fair  dame,"  he  said,  "  did  thy  betrayer  leave 
No  token  of  his  faith,  nor  pledge  of  love  ? 
Did  he,  like  knight,  no  ring  or  bracelet  give, 
Which  he  was  bound  to  challenge  or  approve?" 
Her  thought-bewildered  eyes  began  to  move 
Now  to  the  ring,  now  to  the  Abbot's  face ; 
Faint  recollections  o'er  their  lustre  wove 
A  still,  a  doubtful,  melancholy  grace — 
'Twas  like  an  April  sky,  which  dubious  shades  embrace. 

IS. 
She  spread  her  fair  hand  trembling  in  the  air — 
"  Save  that  old  ring,  no  other  pledge  have  I ; 
He  gave 't  in  moment  of  distracting  care, 
When  from  my  arms  and  danger  forced  to  fly : 
Something  he  said,  but  of  what  tendency, 
Or  what  effect,  remembrance  ne'er  could  frame. 
From  the  device  I  nothing  may  imply, 
Nor  mark  it  bears,  unless  the  moulder's  name  ; — 
Small  its  avail  to  me,  nor  other  pledge  I  claim." 
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14. 

A  glow  of  anger  flushed  the  Abbot's  face  ; 
He  knew  the  old  disvalued  ring  full  well ; 
And  much  its  owner  wished  he  to  disgrace, 
For  he  was  generous,  but  shrewdly  fell. 
"  I'll  find  him  out,"  he  said,  "  by  search  or  spell, 
If  in  fair  Scotland  he  holds  rank  or  place  ; — 
Remain  thou  here  till  I  our  Sovereign  tell." 
Then  up  the  hill  he  strode  with  hurried  pace, 
And  left  the  lovely  dame  in  sad  uncertain  case. 

15. 
Scarce  was  he  gone,  when  on  the  path  she  saw, 
That  leads  from  vale  of  Strevline  to  the  town, 
A  weary  wight  that  toward  her  did  draw, 
With  hanging  hose,  and  plaid  around  him  thrown ; 
His  grizzled  locks  waved  o'er  his  cheek  so  brown  ; 
She  thought  his  stoop  and  stride  too  well  she  knew ! 
His  mournful  eyes  to  earth  were  fixed  down, 
Save  when  a  transient  glance  he  upward  threw 
Where  Scotland's  palace  rose,  and  her  broad  banners 
flew. 
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16. 
She  heard  him  mutter  vow  of  fell  revenge ! 
Closer  to  earth  she  clung,  in  fear  and  shame, 
Resolved  nor  word  nor  look  with  him  to  change  ; 
But  all  unbrookable,  as  nigh  he  came, 
Her  bosom  yearned,  her  heart  was  in  a  flame. 
Feebly  she  cried,  "  My  father,  turn  this  way  !" 
Up  stretched  the  stranger's  rough  uncourtly  frame — 
'Twas  old  Kincraigy,  from  the  banks  of  Tay, 
Who  stood  like  statue  grim,  in  wild  and  doubtful  way ! 

17. 
That  painful  greeting  may  not  be  defined  ; 
Nature's  own  language  flowed  from  either  tongue  ; 
Nor  fell  reproach,  nor  countenance  unkind, 
With  freezing  scowl  above  their  soothings  hung : 
Both  child  and  mother  to  his  bosom  clung ; 
He  wiped  her  tears,  and  bade  from  grief  refrain  ; 
"  Thou  art  my  child,  and  thou  hast  suffered  wrong — 
How  could'st  thou  leave  me,  prey  to  sharpest  pain  ? 
But  I  have  found  thee  now,  we  ne'er  shall  part  again  !" 
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18. 
Straight  to  the  royal  hall  the  Abbot  went, 
Where  sat  the  King,  his  dames,  and  nobles  all ; 
Scarce  did  he  beckon,  scarce  his  brow  he  bent, 
But  raised  his  hand  their  sole  regard  to  call, 
And  thus  began,  while  silence  swayed  the  hall : — 
"  My  Liege,  I  grieve  such  message  here  to  bring ; 
But  now  there  waits  below  your  palace  wall 
The  loveliest  flower  that  ever  graced  the  spring, 
That  ever  mounted  throne,  or  shone  in  courtly  ring. 

19. 
"  She  bears  a  form  of  such  delightful  mould, 
I  weened  before  me  sylvan  goddess  stood  : 
Such  beauty  these  old  eyes  did  ne'er  behold ! 
— Nay,  smile  not,  dames — for,  by  the  blessed  rood, 
What  I  aver  I  pledge  me  to  make  good. 
She's  Beauty's  self  pourtrayed,  and  to  her  breast 
Is  prest  a  lovely  babe  of  playful  mood. 
She  has  been  wronged,  betrayed,  and  sore  oppressed, 
And,  could  a  heart  believe  ! — the  traitor  here  is  guest." 


Canto  V.  THE  CHRISTENING.  121 

20. 
The  King  was  wroth,  and  rose  from  off  his  throne, 
Looked  round  for  flush  of  guilt,  then  raised  his  hand : 
"  By  this  !"  said  he,  "  the  knight  that  so  hath  done 
Shall  reparation  make,  or  quit  the  land. 
I  hold  not  light  the  crime,  and  do  command 
A  full  relation — He  who  can  betray 
Such  beauty,  with  false  vow,  and  promise  bland, 
As  lieve  will  dupe  his  king  in  treacherous  way : — 
The  ruthless  traitor's  name,  and  hers,  good  Abbot,  say." 

21. 
"  Thou  art  my  generous  King!"  the  Abbot  cried, 
"  And  Heaven  will  bless  thee  for  this  just  award  ! 
This  feeble  arm  of  mine  hath  erst  been  tried, 
And  for  the  injured  has  a  foeman  dared : 
And  should  the  knight  your  mandate  disregard, — 
'Tis  old  and  nerveless  now,  and  small  its  power, 
But  all  his  skill  its  vengeance  shall  not  ward — 
Beshrew  his  heart,  but  he  shall  rue  the  hour ! 
The  knight  is  Mador  hight,  the  dame  fair  Ila  Moore." 

VOL.  IV.  F 
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22. 
As  ever  you  saw  the  chambers  of  the  west, 
When  summer  suns  had  journeyed  to  the  main, 
Now  sallow  pale,  now  momently  oppressed 
With  crimson  flush,  the  prelude  of  the  rain, 
So  looked  the  King  ;  and  stamped  and  scowled  amain 
To  stay  the  Abbot's  speech,  who  deigned  no  heed, 
But  did,  with  sharpest  acritude,  arraign 
The  low  deceit,  the  doer  and  the  deed, 
And  lauded  much  the  King  for  what  he  had  decreed. 

23. 
"  I  think  I  know  the  wight,"  the  King  replied ; 
"  He  is  abashed,  and  will  not  own  it  now; 
But  my  adjudgment  shall  be  ratified, — 
A  king  hath  vowed,  and  must  not  break  his  vow." 
Then  looked  he  round,  with  smooth  deceitful  brow, 
As  he  the  mark  of  conscious  guilt  had  seen ; 
Then,  with  majestic  air  and  motion  slow, 
Walked  with  the  Abbot  forth  into  the  green ; 
But  all  unknown  the  strain  of  converse  them  between. 
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24. 
The  Abbot  hasted  to  his  lovely  ward — 
Judge  of  his  false  conjecture  and  alarms, 
When  he  beheld  this  nymph  of  high  regard 
So  fondly  folded  in  a  stranger's  arms. 
But  O  how  much  they  added  to  her  charms, 
The  filial  tears  adown  her  cheek  that  ran ! 
The  kindest  glow  the  human  heart  that  warms 
Played  o'er  the  visage  of  the  holy  man ; 
While  he,  to  sooth  his  guests,  an  artful  tale  began. 

25. 
He  led  them  to  his  home  of  peace  the  while, 
Where  all  was  rich,  yet  all  in  simple  guise, 
And  strove  with  cheerful  converse  to  beguile 
Each  latent  fear  and  sorrowful  surmise. 
Well  skilled  to  read  in  language  of  the  eyes, 
What  the  still  workings  of  the  heart  might  be, 
He  bade  her  don  those  robes  of  courtly  guise, 
For  they  were  hers,  a  gift  bestowed  free, 
And  ere  the  fall  of  night  her  Minstrel  she  might  see. 
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26. 

When  from  the  chamber  she  returned,  arrayed 

In  braided  silk  and  rich  embroidery, 

The  Abbot  rose,  confounded  and  dismayed, 

And  old  Kincraigy  nigh  had  bent  his  knee ; 

An  earthly  form  she  scarcely  seemed  to  be, 

Such  dazzling  beauty  neither  once  had  seen. 

"  Fair  dame,  a  lady  thou  mayest  shortly  be," 

Said  the  good  Abbot,  with  enraptured  mien, 

"  But  nature  meant  thee  more,  she  formed  thee  for  a 

queen !" 

27. 
Scarce  had  she  answer  with  a  blush  assayed, 
Scarce  raised  the  astonished  babe  unto  her  breast, 
When  entered  Mador,  with  a  look  that  said 
Plis  heart  was  generous,  and  his  mind  oppressed  : 
His  minstrel  garb  he  wore,  and  purple  crest. — 
Nought  of  his  woodland  flower  he  could  espy, 
But  one  who  on  a  silken  couch  did  rest, 
That  seemed  some  form  of  eastern  deity ! 
The  Minstrel  bowed  full  low,  while  wonder  dimmed 

his  eye. 
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28. 
The  shifting  hues  that  sported  o'er  her  face 
Were  like  the  streamers  of  the  rosy  eve, 
And  to  her  beauty  lent  a  nameless  grace — 
Those  blushes  could  not  Mador  undeceive ! 
His  fancy  made  no  motion  to  believe 
That  e'er  his  Highland  maid  had  half  the  charms, 
Till  the  good  Abbot  did  his  mind  relieve, 
In  pity  of  a  female's  fond  alarms. 
"  What,  my  first  love !"  he  cried,  and  sprung  into  her 
arms. 

29. 
He  kissed  her  lips,  he  kissed  her  burning  cheek, 
Caressed  her  young  son  in  the  fondest  way, 
A  chain  of  gold  was  hung  around  her  neck, 
And  diamond  bracelets  shed  the  sparkling  ray. 
Such  kind  and  fond  endearment  did  he  pay, 
The  Abbot  scarce  from  weeping  could  refrain : 
Nought  good  or  bad  could  old  Kincraigy  say, 
The  farthest  corner  did  his  brow  sustain, 
And  when  they  spoke  to  him  he  could  not  speak  again. 
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30. 

"  Thou  shalt  be  mine,"  the  generous  Minstrel  said  ; 

"  If  I  had  known  my  love's  unhappy  state, 

Not  all  the  land  my  presence  should  have  staid : 

Thou  hast  been  injured,  and  my  blame  is  great ! 

This  night  the  holy  Abbot  we'll  entreat 

To  join  our  hands,  then  art  thou  doubly  mine  ; 

Then  hie  thee  back  to  Tay,  for  I  must  wait 

Our  Sovereign's  will ;  but  do  not  thou  repine, 

For  all  thy  native  hills,  from  Tay  to  Bran,  are  thine. 

31. 
"  I  have  some  favour  with  our  Monarch's  ear, 
And  he  hath  kindly  granted  my  request ; 
If  this  our  son  his  royal  name  may  bear, 
That  his  shall  be  an  earldom  of  the  best. 
I  have  his  signet,  and  his  high  behest 
To  turn  the  ruthless  Albert. to  the  door  : 
The  royal  bounds,  that  border  to  the  west, 
He  grants  thee  too — these  all  are  thine  secure, 
And  every  dame  on  Tay  shall  stoop  to  Ila  Moore. 
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32. 
"  Haply  to  distant  land  I  now  may  roam, 
But  next  when  summer  flowers  the  Highland  lea 
I  will  return,  and  seek  my  woodland  home 
Within  the  bowers  of  sweet  Kinnaird  with  thee. 
There  is  a  lowly  spot  beneath  the  tree, 
O'ershadowed  by  the  cliff — thou  knowest  it  well ! 
In  that  sweet  solitude  our  cot  shall  be  ; 
There  first  we  loved,  and  there  in  love  we'll  dwell, 
And  long,  long  shall  it  stand,  a  Minstrel's  faith  to  tell. 

33. 
"  When  summer  eve  hath  wove  her  silken  screen, 
Her  fairy  net-work  of  the  night  and  day, 
Hath  tipt  with  flame  the  cone  of  mountain  green, 
And  dipt  the  red  sun  in  the  springs  of  Tay, 
How  sweet  with  thee  above  the  cliff  to  stray, 
And  see  the  evening  stretch  her  starry  zone ! 
Or,  shaded  from  the  sun's  meridian  ray, 
Lie  stretched  upon  the  lap  of  greenwood  lone  ! — 
O  happier  shalt  thou  be  for  sorrows  undergone  !" 


128  MADOR  OF  THE  MOOR.  Canto  V. 

34. 

Their  hands  were  joined — a  mother's  heart  was  blest ! 

Her  son  was  christened  by  his  Sovereign's  name ; 

In  gold  and  scarlet  the  young  imp  was  dressed, 

A  tiar  on  his  head  of  curious  frame. 

But  ne'er  on  earth  was  seen  a  minstrel's  dame 

Shine  in  such  beauty,  and  such  rich  array ! 

An  hundred  squires,  and  fifty  maidens,  came 

Riding  on  palfreys,  sporting  all  the  way, 

To  guard  this  splendid  dame  home  to  her  native  Tay. 

35. 
Needs  not  to  sing  of  after  joys  that  fell, 
Of  years  of  glory  and  felicity ; 
Needs  not  on  time  and  circumstance  to  dwell : — 
All  who  have  heard  of  maid  of  low  degree, 
Hight  Ila  Moore,  up  raised  in  dignity 
And  rank  all  other  Scottish  dames  above, 
May  well  conceive  who  Mador  needs  must  be, 
And  trace  the  winding  mysteries  of  his  love : — 
To  such  my  tale  is  told,  and  such  will  it  approve. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Return,  my  Harp,  unto  the  Border  dale, 
Thy  native  green  hill,  and  thy  fairy  ring; 
No  more  thy  murmurs  on  the  Grampian  gale 
May  wake  the  hind  in  covert  slumbering ; 
Nor  must  thy  proud  and  far  outstretched  string 
Presume  to  renovate  the  northern  song, 
Wakening  the  echoes  Ossian  taught  to  sing ; 
Their  sleep  of  ages  still  they  must  prolong, 
Till  son  inspired  is  born  their  native  hills  among. 

Loved  was  the  voice  that  wooed  from  Yarrow  bowers 
Thy  truant  flight  to  that  entrancing  clime ; 
She  weened  thy  melody  and  tuneful  powers. 
Mellowed  by  custom,  and  matured  by  time ; 
Or  that  the  sounds  and  energies  sublime, 
f3 
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That  darkly  dwell  by  cataract  and  steep, 

Would  rouse  anew  thy  visionary  chime, 

Too  long  by  southland  breezes  lulled  asleep. 

O  may  she  well  approve  thy  wild  and  wandering  sweep! 

Should  her  fair  hand  bestow  the  earliest  bays, 
Although  proud  learning  lift  the  venomed  eye, 
Still  shalt  thou  warble  strains  of  other  days, 
Struck  by  some  tuneful  spirit  lingering  nigh  ; 
Till  those,  who  long  have  passed  derisive  by, 
Shall  list  to  hear  thy  tones  when  newly  strung, 
And  Scottish  maidens  over  thee  shall  sigh, 
When  I  am  all  unnamed  by  human  tongue, 
And  thy  enchanted  chords  by  other  hands  are  rung ! 
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SOUND,  my  old  Harp,  thy  boldest  key 
To  strain  of  high  festivity ! 
Can'st  thou  be  silent  in  the  brake, 
Loitering  by  Altrive's  mountain  lake, 
When  he  who  gave  the  hand  its  sway 
That  now  has  tuned  thee  many  a  day, 
Has  gained  the  honours,  trulier  won 
Than  e'er  by  sword  of  Albyn's  son  ? 
High  guerdon  of  a  soul  refined, 
The  meed  of  an  exalted  mind  ! 
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Well  suits  such  wreath  thy  loyal  head, 
My  counsellor,  and  friend  in  deed. 
Though  hard  through  life  I've  pressed  my  way 
For  many  a  chill  and  joyless  day, 
Since  I  have  lived  enrapt  to  hail 
My  sovereign's  worth,  my  friend's  avail, 
And  see  what  more  I  prize  than  gain, 
Our  Forest  harp  the  bays  obtain, 
I'll  ween  I  have  not  lived  in  vain. 

Ah  !  could  I  dream  when  first  we  met, 
When  by  the  scanty  ingle  set, 
Beyond  the  moors  where  curlews  wheel 
In  Ettrick's  bleakest,  loneliest  sheil, 
Conning  old  songs  of  other  times, 
Most  uncouth  chants  and  crabbed  rhymes  ; — 
Could  I  e'er  dream  that  wayward  wight, 
Of  roguish  joke,  and  heart  so  light, 
In  whose  oft-changing  eye  I  gazed, 
Not  without  dread  the  head  was  crazed, 
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Should  e'er,  by  genius'  force  alone, 
Skim  o'er  an  ocean  sailed  by  none, 
All  the  hid  shoals  of  envy  miss, 
And  gain  such  noble  port  as  this  ? 

I  could  not :  but  I  cherish  still 
Mirth  at  the  scene,  and  ever  will ; 
When  o'er  the  fells  we  took  our  way, 
('Tis  twenty  years,  even  to  a  day, 
Since  we  two  sought  the  fabled  urn 
Of  marble  blue  by  Rankleburn)  : 
No  tomb  appeared  ;  but  oft  we  traced 
Towns,  camps,  and  battle-lines  effaced, 
Which  never  were,  nor  could  remain, 
Save  in  the  bold  enthusiast's  brain  : 
The  same  to  us,— it  turned  our  lays 
To  chiefs  and  tales  of  ancient  days. 
One  broken  pot  alone  was  found 
Deep  in  the  rubbish  under  ground, 
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In  middle  of  the  ancient  fane, 
"  A  gallant  helmet  split  in  twain  !" 
The  truth  was  obvious  ;  but  in  faith 
On  you  all  words  were  waste  of  breath  ; 
You  only  looked  demure  and  sly, 
And  sore  the  brow  fell  o'er  the  eye  ; 
You  could  not  bear  that  you  should  ride 
O'er  pathless  waste  and  forest  wide, 
Only  to  say  that  you  had  been 
To  see  that  nought  was  to  be  seen. 

The  evenings  came  ;  more  social  mirth 
Ne'er  flowed  around  the  cottage  hearth  : 
When  Maitland's  song  first  met  your  ear, 
How  the  furled  visage  up  did  clear, 
Beaming  delight !  though  now  a  shade 
Of  doubt  would  darken  into  dread 
That  some  unskilled  presumptuous  arm 
Had  marred  tradition's  mighty  charm. 
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Scarce  grew  thy  lurking  dread  the  less 
Till  she,  the  ancient  Minstreless, 
With  fervid  voice,  and  kindling  eye, 
And  withered  arms  waving  on  high, 
Sung  forth  these  words  in  eldritch  shriek, 
While  tears  stood  on  thy  nut-brown  cheek — 

"  Na,  we  are  nane  o'  the  lads  o'  France, 
Nor  e'er  pretend  to  be  ; 
We  be  three  lads  of  fair  Scotland, 
Auld  Maitland's  sons,  a'  three  !" 

Thy  fist  made  all  the  table  ring, — 

«  By ,  Sir,  but  that  is  the  thing  !" 

Yes,  twenty  years  have  .come  and  fled 
Since  we  two  met,  and  time  has  shed 
His  riming  honours  o'er  each  brow — 
My  state  the  same,  how  changed  art  thou ! 
But  every  year  yet  overpast 
I've  loved  thee  dearer  than  the  last ; 
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For  all  the  volumes  thou  hast  wrote, 
Those  that  are  owned,  and  that  are  not, 
Let  these  be  conned,  even  to  a  grain, 
I've  said  it,  and  will  say't  again, — 
Who  knows  thee  but  by  these  alone, 
The  better  half  is  still  unknown. 

I  know  thee  well — no  kinder  breast 
Beats  for  the  woes  of  the  distrest, 
Bleeds  for  the  wounds  it  cannot  heal, 
Or  yearns  more  o'er  thy  country's  weal : 
Thy  love  embraces  Britain  o'er, 
And  spreads  and  radiates  with  her  shore  ; 
Scarce  fading  on  her  ocean's  foam, 
But  still  'tis  brightest  nearest  home, 
Till  those  within  its  central  rays, 
Rejoicing,  bask  within  the  blaze. 

Blessed  be  the  act  of  sovereign  grace 
That  raised  thee  'bove  the  rhyming  race  ; 
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Blessed  be  the  heart  and  head  elate, 

The  noble  generous  estimate 

That  marked  thy  worth,  and  owned  the  hand 

Resistless  in  its  native  land. 

Bootless  the  waste  of  empty  words, 

Thy  pen  is  worth  ten  thousand  swords. 

Long  brook  thy  honours,  gallant  Knight, 
So  firm  of  soul,  so  staunch  of  right, 
For  had  thy  form  but  reached  its  prime, 
Free  from  mischance  in  early  time, 
No  stouter  sturdier  arm  of  weir 
Had  wielded  sword  or  battle  spear  ! 
For  war  thy  boardly  frame  was  born, 
For  battle  shout,  and  bugle-horn  ; 
Thy  boyish  feats,  thy  youthful  dream — 
How  thy  muse  kindles  at  the  theme  ! 
Chance  marred  the  path,  or  Heaven's  decree ; 
How  blessed  for  Scotland  and  for  me  ! 
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Scarce  sounds  thy  name  as  't  did  before,- 
Walter  the  Abbot  now  no  more  : 
Well,  let  it  be,  I'll  not  repine, 
But  love  the  title  since  'tis  thine. 
Long  brook  thy  honours,  firm  to  stand 
As  Eildon  rock  ;  and  that  thy  land, 
The  first  e'er  won  by  dint  of  rhyme, 
May  bear  thy  name  till  latest  time  ; 
And  stretch  from  bourn  of  Abbot's-lea 
To  Philhope  Cross,  and  Eildon  Tree, 
Is  the  heart's  wish  of  one  who's  still 
Thy  grateful  Shepherd  of  the  Hill ! 

Altrive  Lake, 
April  24.  1820. 
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Let  every  nation,  every  age, 
Boast  of  its  warrior,  patriot,  sage ; 
Take  all  in  list  below  the  sun, 
From  Samson ^lown  to  Wellington; 


*  This  poem  was  reluctantly  and  hurriedly  written,  in  compli- 
ance with  the  solicitations  of  a  friend  who  would  not  be  gainsayed, 
to  compete  for  a  prize  offered  by  a  gentleman  for  the  best  poem  on 
the  subject.  The  prize  was  finally  awarded  to  Mrs  Lucy  Hemans ; 
and,  as  far  as  the  merits  of  mine  went,  very  justly;  hers  being 
greatly  superior  both  in  elegance  of  thought  and  composition.  Had 
I  been  constituted  the  judge  myself,  I  would  have  given  hers  the 
preference  by  many  degrees ;  and  I  estimated  it  the  more  highly  as 
coming  from  one  of  the  people  that  were  the  hero's  foes,  oppressors, 
and  destroyers.  I  think  my  heart  never  warmed  so  much  to  an 
author  for  any  poem  that  ever  was  written. 
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And  in  one  little  northern  land, 
Amid  the  ocean's  raving  strand, 
A  shapeless  mass  of  isle  and  firth, 
The  outmost  limits  of  the  earth, 
I  pledge  my  word  a  Knight  to  name, 
For  patriot  worth,  for  warrior  fame, 
For  might,  for  honour,  courage  true, 
For  love  of  king,  and  country  too, 
That  shall  them  all  in  one  outdo. 

Bold  is  the  challenge.     I  have  laid 
My  word  in  pawn  ;  and  if  'tis  said 
Or  thought  (as  God  forbid  the  sin) 
"  A  poet's  word's  not  worth  a  pin ;" 
Why  then  I  pledge  my  pen  beside, 
In  which,  forsooth,  I  more  confide. 
"  Who  is  this  patriot  ?  Where  the  isle  ?" 
I  hear  you  say,  and  see  you  smile : 
Well — mockery  is  the  poet's  due 
When  his  position  proves  untrue. 
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That  land  is  Caledonia  hight ; 
That  hero's  name  is  Wallace  wight. 

Wallace  !  unstained,  illustrious  name  1 
My  country's  honour  and  her  shame ! 
Can  there  a  Scottish  heart  be  found 
That  glows  not  at  the  very  sound 
Of  such  a  name  ?     Is  breast  so  base 
That  burns  not  at  our  hero's  praise  ? 
There  was — but  with  thy  life  it  past, 
And  thou  hast  found  thy  due  at  last. 
Wallace  !  unstained,  illustrious  name  ! 
My  country's  honour,  and  her  shame ! 

Caesar  might  roam  in  days  agone 
O'er  lands  where  science  never  shone ; 
And  Grecia's  maniac  king  o'errun 
The  nations  of  the  morning  sun  ; 
Whom  the  great  Tartar,  next  in  fame, 
Far  journeying,  saw  and  overcame. 
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These  themes  of  many  an  annalist, 
These  things  insatiate  and  unblest, 
What  have  they  done  ?    Did  good  design 
With  one  of  all  their  deeds  combine  ? 
With  such  resources,  such  array, 
Such  warriors  to  dispute  their  way, 
Their  fame's  fantastic  and  untrue, 
Nor  praise  nor  honour  is  their  due. 
Cursed  be  the  trophies,  cursed  the  joy 
Of  him  who  conquers  to  destroy ! 

Descend  to  days  ourselves  have  seen3 
And  deeds  such  as  have  never  been 
Of  devastation,  tyrant  wrath, 
Of  ruin,  and  dismay,  and  death  ; 
Even  there,  what  hero  e'er  hath  stood 
Amid  oppression's  foaming  flood, 
Without  one  stay  to  rest  upon, 
Unawed,  undaunted,  and  alone  ; 
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And  by  his  single  arm  of  might 
Preserved  his  country's  primal  right  ? 
If  such  there  be,  a  nation's  pride, 
With  Wallace  be  he  named  and  tried. 

No  ;  vain  the  contest,  vain  the  proof; 
Stand,  Swede  and  Corsican,  aloof: 
What  boots  the  hero's  enterprise 
Without  a  nation's  energies  ? 
Endeavours  else  would  madness  seem — 
So  all  men  say,  and  all  men  deem. 

But  there  was  one, — when  power  had  bowed, 
When  king  and  nobles  were  subdued, 
And  joined  the  oppressor  to  efface 
The  last  faint  lines  of  Scotia's  race : 
When  bent  before  the  mighty  blast 
Prince,  chief,  and  warrior  ;  and  the  last, 
The  peasant,  on  his  native  field, 
Was  forced  indignantly  to  yield, 
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In  whom  alone  the  glorious  light 
Was  smothered,  not  extinguished  quite  ; — 
'Twas  then  that  one  gigantic  soul 
Dared  the  whole  tide  of  power  controul ; 
Lifted  his  mighty  sword — and  then, 
Amid  the  multitudes  of  men, 
Stood  like  a  rock  whose  rugged  side 
Repels  the  wind,  the  storm,  the  tide, 
Proclaimed  the  freedom  of  the  land, 
Though  lodged  within  his  own  right  hand ; 
And  vowed  to  Heaven  that  land  to  free, 
Or  die  with  her  lost  liberty  ! 

That  noble  heart,  that  free  born  mind 
Was  lodged  within  no  common  hind. 
His  stature  was  the  pine  tree's  height ; 
His  strength  beyond  the  bison's  might ; 
Serene  of  soul,  of  courage  high  ; 
The  light  of  heaven  was  in  his  eye ; 
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While  every  look,  and  word,  and  nod, 
Bespoke  the  chief  upraised  by  God ; 
And  deeds  of  a  resistless  brand 
Gave  token  of  supreme  command  : 
The  hardy  peasant  roused  to  ire, 
Soon  caught  a  portion  of  the  fire. 

Then  burst  the  glorious  flame  to  light ; 
The  spark  of  heaven  spread  far  and  bright. 
The  shepherd  left  the  mountain  steep, 
He  left  his  folds  and  flocks  of  sheep  ; 
The  hind  forsook  his  furrowed  field, 
And  grasped  the  spear  and  knotted  shield  ; 
And  even  the  haggard  artizan 
Looked  fiercer  than  the  eye  of  man 
E'er  looked  before,  and  one  might  trace 
A  grimness  settled  on  each  face, 
A  resolution  that  bespoke 
Hatred  of  tyrant's  galling  yoke. 
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Scotland,  thou  nurse  of  courage  true 

Beneath  the  plaid  and  bonnet  blue ! 

Land  of  the  loyal  patriot  flame, 

Where  Wallace  fought,  and  Bruce  o'ercame ; 

Land  of  the  mountain  oak  and  pine, 

I  have  one  honour — I  am  thine  ! 

Armies  decayed,  as  by  a  charm, 
Before  one  dread  resistless  arm ; 
The  mightiest  towers  were  level  laid ; 
The  foe  was  humbled  and  dismayed: 
For  no  defence  could  aught  avail ; 
Nor  fort,  nor  city,  hill,  nor  vale, 
Could  shield  them  from  the  fierce  alarm, 
And  vengeance  of  that  deadly  arm. 

Aloof  the  envious  nobles  stood, 
Awed  at  the  waste  of  warrior  blood ; 
They  saw  the  land  from  foes  set  free,  ' 

And  scarcely  weened  how  it  might  be ; 
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But  few  there  were  who  deigned  to  yield 
Assistance  in  the  glorious  field. 

No  lands,  no  wealth,  no  rich  resource, 
Had  Wallace  to  sustain  his  force  ; 
A  heavy  sword  and  dauntless  heart 
Were  all  he  had — the  hero's  part ! 
Without  reward  his  warriors  fought, — 
None  was  to  give,  and  none  they  sought ; 
Freedom  the  only  hire  they  know, 
And  booty  from  a  vanquished  foe. 

The  greatest  king  on  earth  was  foiled, 
His  realms  invaded  and  despoiled. 
Proud  England  with  amazement  saw 
The  chief  descend  whose  sword  was  law, 
With  all  his  motley,  bold  array, — 
The  Borderer  in  his  homely  grey, 
The  tartaned  clans  of  every  glen, 
The  wildest  hordes  of  living  men, 
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In  every  shade  the  rainbow  knew, 
The  green,  the  red,  the  pale,  the  blue, — 
Men  of  all  colours,  come  to  kill, 
To  burn  and  ravage,  at  their  will, 
Through  her  rich  valleys  far  and  near, 
And  none  to  check  their  bold  career. 
No  force,  no  fraud,  no  strife  they  dread, 
With  doughty  Wallace  at  their  head  ; 
Before  him,  jarring  kings  combined, 
And  pride  and  envy  raged  behind  ; 
Yet  still  unchanged,  unawed,  he  fought, 
Due  vengeance  on  the  English  wrought, 
And  woe  to  him  that  dared  withstand 
His  progress  through  that  guilty  land ! 
One  year  in  midst  of  it  he  lay, 
Returned  triumphant  with  the  prey, 
And  never  met  with  town,  or  tower, 
Or  foe,  he  did  not  overpower. 

His  men  enriched,  his  country  freed, 
^Mark  well  the  hero's  every  deed ! ) 
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All  vacant  stood  the  Scottish  throne, 
'Twas  claimed  by  six,  possessed  by  none: 
His  conquering  army  wished  to  set 
Upon  his  head  the  coronet ; 
And  this,  as  Regent,  had  he  chose, 
There  was  no  force  that  could  oppose : 
But  with  a  heart  that  would  not  lure, 
And  soul  as  firm  as  it  was  pure, 
All  power  or  title  he  disclaimed ; 
And  that  it  might  no  more  be  named, 
His  high  command  and  guardian  sword 
Back  to  the  states  he  straight  restored, 
Who  had  that  power  to  him  decreed 
When  in  their  last  and  utmost  need. 
If  this  is  not  true  patriot  worth, 
Where  hath  it  ripened  on  the  earth  ? 

Again  the  land's  in  danger  great, 
For  wild  division  rends  the  state ; 
Again  the  staff  to  him  they  yield 
To  lead  them  to  the  sanguine  field ; 

g3 
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'Gainst  his  own  Prince  he's  doomed  to  fight, 
All  to  uphold  that  Prince's  right, 
While  envy,  hate,  and  Highland  pride, 
Success  to  the  great  cause  denied. 

By  foes  beleaguered,  faint,  outworn, 
His  mighty  soul  with  grief  was  torn ; 
Down  to  the  Carron's  shore  alone 
Darkling  he  strayed,  to  vent  his  moan 
For  those  had  fallen  in  that  day's  strife, 
And  yielded  but  with  yielding  life ; 
Stewart  and  Graham — the  good,  the  great ! — 
Man's  perfidy,  and  Scotland's  fate. 
'Twas  there  and  then,  concealed  from  sight 
Within  the  curtain  of  the  night, 
That  to  his  Prince  these  words  he  said, 
And  his  free  bosom  open  laid. — 

"  And  dost  thou  ween,  unhappy  knight, 
That  I  for  power  or  honours  fight  ? 
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That  I  would  sear  this  head  with  crown, 
Or  hand  with  sceptre  not  mine  own? 
That  Wallace  e'er  would  stoop  to  claim 
Usurper's  loathed  and  hateful  name, 
And  thus  disgrace  the  sacred  cause 
Of  country's  freedom,  rights,  and  laws  ? 
Cursed  be  the  arm  for  this  that  fought, 
The  heart  that  cherished  such  a  thought ! 

*  No,  Prince ; — I've  fought  for  liberty  ; 
I've  done  but  what  belonged  to  thee. 
When  basely  thou  renounced'st  the  crown, 
And  joined'st  with  foes  against  thine  own  ; 
When  all  the  nobles,  all  the  great, 
That  should  have  borne  the  battle's  weight, 
Had  left  poor  Scotland  to  the  tide 
Of  tyrant  might,  and  none  to  guide  ; 
'Twas  then  that  I,  by  forest  deep, 
In  pathless  wild,  and  mountain  steep, 
Where  friend  or  comforter  was  none, 
Withstood  King  Edward's  power  alone ! 
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Striving,  nor  vainly  did  I  strive, 
To  keep  the  trembling  spark  alive ; 
I  reared  our  standard  on  the  tree, 
And  fought  for  liberty  and  thee. 

"  Though  twice  I've  driven  him  from  our  coast, 
By  treachery  is  the  advantage  lost ; 
Whilst  thou,  injurious  to  thy  land, 
Hast  torn  her  bowels  with  the  hand 
That  should  have  proved  her  guardian  shield, 
And  pressed  the  foremost  on  the  field. 

"  O  yet  be  free ! — and  here  I  swear 
The  Scottish  crown  thou  hence  shalt  wear ; 
My  guardian  power  I'll  yield  with  pride, 
And  fight  thy  battles  by  thy  side : — 
Be  Scotland  free  from  England's  chain, 
I  am  content  though  I  remain 
The  meanest  follower  in  thy  train." 
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This  glorious  model  match  who  can  ? 
There  spoke  the  patriot  and  the  man ! 
True  son  of  Scotia ! — Chief  of  fame, 
Dear  is  thy  memory  and  thy  name  ! 
A  memory  that  claims  a  part 
In  the  best  feelings  of  the  heart ; 
A  rousing  charm  that  points  to  truth ; 
A  torch  that  lights  the  soul  of  youth 
To  valour,  honour,  warrior  feat, 
To  all  that's  good  and  all  that's  great. 
Star  of  my  country — of  the  land 
That  never  crouched  to  foeman's  brand ! 

Oft  have  I  seen  the  veteran  old, 
When  telling  tales  of  warrior  bold, 
If  word  of  One  were  said  or  sung, 
Nay  if,  by  chance,  from  maiden's  tongue 
Wallace's  name  in  whispers  fell, 
His  form  would  seem  to  grow  and  swell, 
His  eye  would  shed  a  brighter  ray, 
And  prouder  wave  his  locks  of  grey. 
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To  drowsy  boy  in  winter  night, 
Speak  but  the  name  of  Wallace  wight ; 
Although  his  weather-beaten  head 
Should  on  his  ragged  sleeve  be  laid 
In  dozing  mood,  with  closed  eye, 
With  white  bluff  cheek,  and  mouth  awry ; 
If  Wallace'  name  but  meet  his  ear 
How  his  brown  visage  up  will  clear  ! 
His  eye-lids  heavy  and  opprest 
He'll  raise,  and  gape  to  hear  the  rest. 

Oft  hath  the  sire,  at  midnight  deep, 
Been  wakened  from  his  grateful  sleep 
By  prattling  imp,  that  he  might  say 
Tales  o'er  and  o'er  till  break  of  day ; — 
.  Tales  that  had  broke  the  lubber's  rest 
Of  Him  whose  name  he  loved  the  best ; 
Of  hard  unequal  combats  won  ; 
What  heroes  fought  and  were  outdone ; — 
And  haply,  ere  next  evening  fell, 
These  tales  were  all  again  to  tell. 
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Ah  !  many  a  lip  of  maiden  coy, 
And  cheek  of  blowzy  cottage  boy, 
Have  at  his  deeds  with  ardour  flamed, 
And  blenched  when  a  Monteith  was  named  I 

Blessed  be  the  dame  whose  kindred  faith 
Drove  her  from  church  in  triple  wrath  ; 
She  deemed  the  bedesman  Southron's  tool, 
A  sneaking  knave,  a  prating  fool, 
For  saying  that  "  since  time  began 
One  Samson  was  the  strongest  man  !     - 
And  that  the  Bible's  sacred  page 
Was  the  best  book  of  any  age  !" 
But  on  the  threshold  in  her  wrath, 
To  vindicate  her  patriot  faith, 
She  turned,  and  cried,  squeaking  amain, 
"  Read  Wallace,  and  say  so  again  !" 

That  name,  in  Scotia  permanent, 
Is  with  our  hearts  and  annals  blent ; 
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Memorial  dear,  without  a  blot, 
What  once  she  was,  and  now  is  not ! 
And  still  of  all  the  names  I  see, 
Even  in  this  land  of  loyalty, 
On  roll  of  fame  recorded  wide, 
Or  margined  on  Rebellion's  side, 
(Rebellion's  side !  Ah,  woe's  my  heart, 
That  loyalty  finds  such  desert!) 
But  yet  of  all  these  chiefs  of  worth, 
These  heroes  of  the  plaided  north, 
There  is  not  name  beloved  so  well ; 
On  which  the  soul  delights  to  dwell 
Without  alloy — or  still  that  can 
Stand  as  the  polar  star  of  man : 
And  doubly  blest  that  man  shall  be, 
That  cherisheth  his  memory  ! 
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The  streams  of  Kilalla  were  never  so  sheen, 
Her  mountains  so  fair,  nor  her  valleys  so  green ; 
The  birds  of  the  woodland  are  blithe  as  before, 
Why  hear  we  the  song  of  the  maidens  no  more  ? 

There's  something  awanting  that's  nearer  the 
heart, — 
O,  Nature  is  strong  when  unshackled  by  art ; 
The  prospects  of  beauty  on  others  rely, 
Heart  links  unto  heart,  and  eye  kindles  to  eye ; 
And  many  a  dawning  shall  blush  o'er  the  scene, 
Ere  the  maids  of  Kilalla  be  cheerful  again. 


164«  CARY  O'KEAN. 

'Tis  true  that  the  streams  of  her  mountains  are  sheen, 
Her  woodlands  are  fair  and  her  meadows  are  green, 
The  sunbeam  of  morning  is  bright  as  of  yore, 
And  the  shades  of  the  mountain  as  dark  as  before ; 
As  mild  is  the  evening,  as  pure  is  the  dew, 
Her  breeze  is  as  sweet,  and  her  heaven  is  as  blue ; 
But,  ah !  there  is  one  who  is  missed  in  the  ring, 
Then  how  can  the  maidens  be  blithsome  or  sing  ? 
The  youth  is  away,  for  whose  pleasure  they  sung, 
The  pride  of  the  old,  and  the  joy  of  the  young ; 
Who  made  the  fair  bosom  beat  briskly  and  high, 
Gave  the  tint  to  the  cheek,  and  the  dew  to  the  eye : 
He  is  gone !  he  is  gone  over  channel  and  main, 
And  the  tears  run  in  torrents  for  Cary  O'Kean. 

Young  Cary  had  loved,  for  his  heart  it  was  kind, 
He  loved  with  a  flame  that  was  pure  and  refined; 
Of  honours  or  pelf  he  despised  the  name, 
He  loved  from  his  heart>  and  expected  the  same : 
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But  just  as  the  day  of  the  bridal  came  on, 
The  bride  looked  disdainful  and  bade  him  begone ; 
She  wedded  a  squire,  who  was  sordid  and  vain, 
But  ten  times  as  rich  as  young  Cary  O'Kean. 

Serene  is  the  woe,  and  the  sorrow  sublime, 
When  a  friend  is  removed  from  the  precincts  of  time ; 
For  hope,  from  the  fetters  of  cumbersome  clay, 
On  the  wing  of  eternity  journeys  away, 
And  views  the  abodes  of  the  happy  and  blest, 
Where  lovers  and  friends  from  their  sorrows  shall  rest ! 
The  gloom  of  the  spirit  soon  grasps  the  alloy, 
And  sorrow  expands  to  a  twilight  of  joy. 

But,  ah  !  there  is  something  beyond  all  redress, 
Which  nature  may  feel,  but  can  never  express, 
Too  wide  for  the  fancy,  too  high  for  the  tongue, 
When  passion  is  ardent  and  reason  is  young, 
A  banquet  of  bliss,  or  a  feeling  of  grief, 
When  bound  there  is  none,  and  when  death  is  relief! 
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The  bourne  of  the  spirit,  by  misery  beset, 
I  know  it  too  well,  and  shall  never  forget 
The  days  of  enchantment,  the  joys  that  had  birth, 
Ere  she,  whom  I  loved  above  all  on  this  earth, 
Deceived  me — ah !  woe  that  these  hopes  e'er  had  been ! 
O  God,  thou  hast  willed  it ! — I  lived,  and  Lave  seen 
Another  possessing  her  heart  and  her  charms, 
And  the  child  of  a  fool  in  her  delicate  arms! 
Down,  down  with  reflection,  it  maddens  my  brain — 
O,  well  may  I  feel  for  poor  Cary  O'Kean ; 
It  seemed  as  if  nature  combined  to  destroy 
A  heart  that  was  formed  for  its  tenderest  joy. 

Away,  and  away  he  has  sailed  o'er  the  deep, 
But  oft  turned  his  face  to  green  Erin  to  weep ! 
"  Adieu !  once  loved  country,  thy  name  he  forgot, 
For  interest  pervades  thee,  and  feeling  is  not. 
I'll  circle  the  earth  some  sweet  island  to  find, 
Where  primitive  innocence  models  the  mind ; 
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Where  nature  blooms  fair  on  the  face  of  the  free, 
Where  kindness  conferred  shall  redouble  to  me. 
There,  there  will  I  sojourn  till  memory  is  o'er, 
And  think  of  false  Ella  and  Erin  no  more.', 

Away  they  have  sailed  over  channel  and  main, 
Till  vanished  behind  them  the  stars  of  the  Wain ; 
Unknown  was  the  sky  and  the  track  of  the  wind, 
For  the  Sun  he  was  north,  and  Orion  behind ; 
Over  ocean's  wide  waste,  by  lone  island  and  shore, 
Which  the  eye  of  proud  science  ne'er  measured  before ; 
Over  waves  never  plowed,  wave  their  streamers  unfurled, 
For  hope  was  their  leader,  their  limits  the  world. 

The  bounds  of  humanity  saw  them  withdraw, 
And  all  but  the  triple-walled  stone  house  they  saw, 
Where  the  world's  own  axletree  thunders  and  rolls, 
In  grooves  of  blue  icicle  hung  from  the  poles : 
Unknown  are  its  workings — unseen  is  the  dome, 
Unless  by  the  whale  from  its  window  of  foam  ! 
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But  in  all  the  wide  world  they  found  nothing  so  sweet 
As  the  groves  and  the  streamlets  of  famed  Otaheite  ; 
That  paradise  island,  where  joys  never  cease, 
That  lies  like  a  gem  midst  an  ocean  of  peace  ; 
Where  the  verdure  and  flowers  never  fade  on  the  lea, 
And  the  fruit  and  the  blossom  are  aye  on  the  tree ; 
Where  beauty  blooms  wild,  which  no  land  can  outvie, 
And  guileless  simplicity  laughs  in  the  eye. 

No  sooner  had  Cary  beheld  the  retreat, 
And  the  beauty  misguided  that  blossomed  so  sweet; 
The  forms  so  enchanting,  the  manners  so  kind, 
The  bloom  of  ripe  maidhood,  with  infancy's  mind  ; 
The  mountains  o'er  mountains  that  towered  to  the  sky, 
And  the  sweet  sheltered  vales  in  their  bosoms  that  lie, 
Than  a  life  in  that  island  he  fondly  devised — 
The  dreams  of  his  fancy  were  all  realized ; 
For  he  deemed,  that  with  freedom  and  honour  allied, 
As  freely  he  came,  he  was  free  to  abide. 
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He  ranged  through  the  woodlands,  he  heard  the  birds 
sing, 
He  ate  of  the  fruit,  and  he  drank  of  the  spring, 
The  maids  he  saluted  with  courtesy  kind, 
For  love  was  the  passion  that  tempered  his  mind : 
His  choice  was  select,  when  his  chance  was  to  see 
That  pearl  of  the  ocean,  the  young  Oraee ; 
He  loved  her  at  first  for  her  beauty  and  youth, 
But  her  artless  esteem  and  unblemished  truth 
So  gained  on  his  heart,  and  his  feelings  so  moved, 
Man  never  so  felt,  and  man  never  so  loved ! 
When  on  board  she  was  borne  all  the  wonders  to  view, 
She  looked  but  at  Cary,  to  Cary  she  grew ! 
Her  dark  liquid  eye,  like  the  dew  on  the  sloe, 
Still  followed  her  lover  above  and  below ; 
And  yet  where  his  smile  of  sweet  sympathy  told, 
That  eye  still  abroad  on  the  far  ocean  rolled ; 
Unconscious  of  ought  that  could  evil  imply, 
She  blushed  and  she  faltered,  yet  never  knew  why. 

VOL.  IV.  H 
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No  morning  so  early  the  land  could  he  reach, 
But  there  she  was  waiting  with  smiles  on  the  beach ; 
Her  slender  arms  spread,  while  the  words  she  addressed 
Well  noted  the  welcome  that  glowed  in  her  breast. 
And  when  in  the  bower  of  the  mountain  he  slept, 
Still  o'er  him,  unwearied,  a  guardship  she  kept ; 
Her  arm  was  his  pillow,  and  over  him  flew 
Her  dark  tresses  warding  the  sun  and  the  dew : 
Then  oft  when  awakening  he  caught  the  sweet  smile, 
And  the  kiss  lightly  pressed  on  his  temple  the  while  ; 
And  well  of  her  bosom  he  felt  the  fond  strife, 
Like  a  pressure  of  down  that  had  motion  and  life ; 
And  then  she  would  tell  him,  as  o'er  him  she  hung, 
The  words  that  the  little  birds  said  when  they  sung. 

How  poor  the  expression,  his  love  to  convey, 
To  say  that  he  loved  her  as  life  or  as  day ! 
All  nature  to  him  had  but  one  only  gem, 
A  treasure  unvalued — one  sole  diadem. 
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Too  high  were  his  raptures  for  mortal  to  bear, 
If  they  had  not  been  mellowed  by  feeling  of  fear, 
For  his  all  was  subjected  to  Nature's  behest, 
And  too  good  and  too  dear  to  be  ever  possessed. 

He  heard  of  their  leaving  those  isles  of  the  main — 
He  heard  of  their  sailing  to  Britain  again 
Without  all  emotion,  save  gladness  of  heart, 
For  fixed  was  his  mind  that  they  never  should  part. 
But  what  was  his  pain  when  his  captain  he  told, 
A  smile  of  contempt  in  his  eye  to  behold ! 
He  turned  from  him  scornful,  and  laughing  amain, 
"  Such  things  may  not  be — you  must  think  once  again." 

Forthwith  he  foresaw  that  a  terrible  blow 
Awaited  his  peace,  which  he  could  not  forego  ; 
A  blow  with  more  exquisite  torments  combined, 
Than  the  change  of  his  being  from  matter  to  mind  : 
So  he  fled  with  his  love  to  a  lonety  retreat — 
A  cave  in  the  mountains  of  green  Otaheite, 
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Where  deep  they  lay  moored  from  the  beams  of  the  sun, 
Their  only  resource  what  they  dreaded  to  shun. 

There,  oft  as  they  felt  the  sweet  breath  of  the  day, 
The  trembling  deserter  to  Heaven  would  pray, 
While  poor  Oraee,  sadly  sighing,  withdrew, 
And  sung  a  wild  hymn  to  the  great  Eatoo. 
They  started  at  step  of  the  prowling  racoon, 
And  gathered  their  fruits  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

The  search  is  extended  to  cavern  and  tree, — 
The  Prince  is  a  captive,  and  found  they  must  be. 
Full  hard  was  their  fate,  for  beset  was  each  way, 
And  poor  Oraee  was  ill  able  to  stray, 
For,  ah  !  an  unmentioned  season  drew  near  ; 
A  time  of  alarm,  and  anxiety  dear  ! 
Yet  nightly  she  travelled,  and  plaining  forbore, 
From  island  to  island,  from  mountain  to  shore, 
Till  in  a  lone  forest,  of  mother  forlorn, 
Was  the  beautiful  babe  of  the  fugitives  born. 
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Round  came  their  pursuers,  intent  on  their  prey, 
As  helpless  at  eve  in  the  woodland  they  lay ; 
There  were  they  surrounded — there  Cary  was  ta'en, 
As  tending  his  darling,  and  soothing  her  pain. 
All  pale  was  she  seated  beneath  the  wild  tree, 
With  a  fair  son  of  Erin  asleep  on  her  knee  : 
With  loud  shout  of  triumph  they  rushed  on  their  prey, 
They  seized  on  O'Kean,  and  they  bore  him  away, 
Regardless  of  delicate  mother  and  child, 
Her  faint  cries  of  sorrow,  and  ravings  so  wild. 
They  scarce  looked  around,   though  she  sunk  on  the 

sward, 
For  great  was  the  capture,  and  high  the  reward. 
O,  sad  was  that  parting,  and  woeful  the  scene ! 
And  frantic  the  anguish  of  Cary  O'Kean  ! 

On  board  he  is  carried,  and  pinioned  fast — 
The  orders  for  sailing  are  issued  at  last ; 
And  the  crew,  with  a  sigh,  the  last  evening  greet 
That  e'er  they  should  see  on  the  loved  Otaheite. 
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That  night  passed  away  with  loud  bustle  and  wail> 
And  song  of  the  sailor  as  heaving  the  sail ; 
The  sound  on  the  ears  of  the  islanders  fell 
Like  the  aerial  night-concert  that  shepherds  know  well, 
When  phalanx  of  swans,  at  December's  behest, 
Are  journeying  to  winter  on  shores  of  the  west, 
With  hoopings  untuneful  they  wing  the  dark  sky, 
And  the  peasant  turns  pale  at  the  storm  that  is  nigh. 

When  dawning  arose  from  the  breast  of  the  main, 
With  earnestness  pleaded  the  wretched  O'Kean, 
That,  bound  to  the  mast,  he  might  stand  on  the  hoy, 
One  last,  longing  sight  of  the  land  to  enjoy. 

Scarce  there  was  he  placed  when  he  saw  from  the 
bay 
A  sightly  canoe  coming  sailing  away, 
And  placed  on  the  prow  a  loved  figure  he  knew, 
Arrayed  in  the  mantle  of  scarlet  and  blue, 
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Which  erst  had  her  form  of  virginity  drest, 

When  first  with  her  hand  and  her  love  he  was  blest. 

Alert  were  the  rowers  and  light  the  canoe ; 
She  came  like  a  meteor  till  under  the  prow, 
When  oh  !  the  young  mother  looked  pale  and  aghast, 
When  she  saw  her  poor  Cary  bound  up  to  the  mast. 
She  flew  to  his  bosom,  and  clasped  him  in  pain, 
But  his  pinioned  arms  could  not  clasp  her  again. 

O,  never  was  pleading  so  warm  from  the  heart ! 
They  pleaded  together — they  pleaded  apart : 
With  the  child  in  her  bosom  poor  Oraee  kneeled, 
Imploring  the  Captain  whose  bosom  was  steeled. 
"  O  grant  me  my  husband  !  O  leave  him  with  me, 
Or  let  me  go  with  him  across  the  wide  sea  I 
But  sever  not  two  hearts  so  faithful  and  true, 
Else  dread  the  high  vengeance  of  great  Eatoo ! 
Your  love  and  your  home  you  shall  never  see  more, 
But  your  blood  shall  flow  red  on  the  tide  of  the  shore." 
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Though  then  the  tear  rushed  to  the  Captain's  proud 
eye, 
Stern  duty  forbade,  and  he  would  not  comply. 
The  moment  is  come  that  concluded  her  stay, 
And  the  mother  and  infant  are  ordered  away  : 
She  clung  to  her  husband,  refusing  to  go, 
And  force  must  compel  her  to  seek  the  canoe. 
She  begged  for  one  moment  a  farewell  to  take, 
For  the  love  of  their  God  and  humanity's  sake: 
Tis  granted  ; — in  tranquil  and  temperate  mood 
She  went  to  her  lover  who  motionless  stood ; 
Her  face  was  serene  with  a  paleness  thereon, 
Like  the  face  of  the  sky,  when  the  storm  is  o'erblown  ; 
She  kissed — she  embraced  him — and  fondly  took  leave — 
Held  up  her  young  son  the  last  kiss  to  receive, 
Then,  swift  as  an  arrow,  she  sprung  in  the  main, 
Dived  under  the  keel,  and  arose  not  again ! 

With  shrieks  of  distraction  the  air  was  appalled, 
For  madness  the  brain  of  the  husband  enthralled, 
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He  struggled  in  fury  from  bonds  to  get  free, 
But  strong  were  the  cords,  and  enfeebled  was  he. 
"  O  God !"  cried  the  Captain,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
"  O  save  her,  though  all  I  possess  be  the  prize !" 
Sheer  into  the  deep  plunged  the  throng  of  the  crew, 
But  all  was  confusion,  and  nothing  they  knew ; 
They  sought  the  deep  channel,  impatient  for  breath, 
But  diver  met  diver,  and  grappled  beneath ; 
On  board  they  returned  with  wonder  and  woe, 
For  the  body  appeared  not  above  nor  below. 

With  a  quivering  lip,  and  an  eye  of  red  fire, 
Convulsion  of  spirit,  and  utterance  dire, 
The  injured  O'Kean,  to  extremity  driven, 
In  the  name  of  the  Son  and  the  Virgin  of  Heaven, 
Pronounced  on  his  captain  a  woe  that  befell, 
And  a  prayer  which  mercy  forbids  me  to  tell. 
O  woe  to  the  deed  to  those  words  that  gave  birth, 
For  the  curse  of  the  injured  falls  not  to  the  earth ! 
h3 
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They  spread  out  the  white  sails  so  broad  and  so  high, 
That  they  gathered  the  gales  from  the  sea  to  the  sky, 
Their  bosoms  all  turned  to  the  eastward  away, 
Down  bowing  sublime  to  the  God  of  the  Day. 
The  harsh  creaking  sounds  of  the  rigging  are  loud  ; 
The  sailors'  own  music  is  shrill  on  the  shroud  ; 
Slow  heaves  the  wet  breast  of  the  ship  as  in  pain, 
She  growls,  and  departs  to  her  pathless  domain. 

She  rolled ;  she  moved  onward  ;  then  heeling  forth 
ran; 
And  just  in  the  wake,  as  the  boiling  began, 
A  sight  was  beheld  that  may  scarcely  be  sung, 
That  chilled  the  gay  spirit,  and  silenced  the  tongue  : — 
A  slender  pale  corse  was  hove  up  on  the  tide, 
One  arm  locked  a  beautiful  babe  to  its  side^ 
But  the  other  was  stretched  on  the  breast  of  the  ocean, 
Spread  forth  like  the  hand  of  a  maid  in  devotion, 
And,  long  as  they  looked  at  her  watery  grave, 
That  spread  hand  was  seen  on  the  breast  of  the  wave. 
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The  ship  sought  the  limits  of  ocean  again, 
But  reason  returned  not  to  Cary  O'Kean  ! 
A  being  he  was  that  had  motion  and  breath, 
But  affected  by  nothing  of  life  or  of  death ; 
By  day  he  was  silent,  by  night  he  reclined 
On  the  deck,  and  conversed  with  the  waves  and  the 

wind, 
Till,  far  in  a  desart  on  Asia's  coast, 
This  man  of  misfortune  and  sorrow  was  lost ; 
They  left  him  unwept  through  the  desart  to  hie, 
Among  a  wild  people  to  sojourn  and  die. 
O  long  of  the  miseries  that  sufferer  befell 
The  dames  of  Kilalla  to  lovers  shall  tell ; 
And  grieve  for  their  country,  the  ward  of  the  sea, 
Where  all  but  its  gallant  defenders  are  free ! 

But  there  is  a  feeling  engrafted  on  mind, 
A  shoot  of  eternity  never  defined, 
That  upward  still  climbs  to  its  origin  high, 
Its  roots  are  in  nature,  it  blooms  in  the  sky : 
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From  that  may  the  spirit  immortal,  enthroned, 
The  pangs  of  this  life  and  its  sorrows  beyond, 
Look  onward  afar  and  exult  in  the  view ; 
And  the  still  voice  that  whispers,  "  Immortal  art 

thou :" 
On  that  be  thy  anchor  when  sorrows  assail, 
Else  vain  are  thy  sufferings,  and  vain  is  my  tale. 
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"  No  ;  such  a  day  I  find  not  registered 
In  my  old  worn  out  memory,  although  there 
The  calendar  's  distinct  and  legible. 
Full  sixty  years  I've  sojourned  'neath  these  rocks- 
Look  at  them,  stranger — these  dim  hideous-  cliffs, 
That  wrangle  with  the  heavens.     These  to  me 
Are  as  my  kindred ;  each  aerial  sound 
That  comes  down  from  these  hoary  monitors 
Hath  language  in  it.     The  old  raven's  voice 
Is  to  me  as  a  brother's ;  and  the  eagle 
From  off  his  morning  cliff  tells  me  the  tidings 
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Of  days  to  come.     The  cataract's  changing  note, 
Its  trumpet  tones,  and  its  soft  swelling  melody, 
Have  all  an  utterance.     Here  I  am  as  much 
A  thing  of  nature — of  the  wilderness — 
As  cloud  or  cliff,  eagle  or  sounding  stream — 
A  shred  of  the  ever  changing  elements. 

"  But  on  that  dreadful  day  my  ample  book, 
The  great  vocabulary  of  nature,  closed, 
And  voices  more  triumphant  went  abroad. — 
Can'st  thou  divulge  me,  traveller,  were  the  spirits 
Of  the  vast  deep  let  loose,  trying  to  shake 
And  shiver  this  fair  universe  to  pieces  ? 
Or  did  the  eternal  God  himself  descend 
Upon  our  mountains  ?" 

"  It  was  nature  all, 
Nothing  but  nature's  self,  be  thou  assured, 
Most  venerable  hind ;  but  thou  hast  seen  her 
In  temporary  and  strong  convulsion." 
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"  No  ;  I  know  all  her  features,  all  her  hues, 

i 

And  all  her  thousand  voices.     Yon  fleet  clouds, 

Which  I  term  billows  of  the  firmament — 

Look  to  them,  traveller,  how  they  heave  and  sail 

From  cliff  to  cliff,  roll  down  into  the  chasms, 

Then  rise  from  the  opposing  steeps  like  spray. — 

Is  it  not  grand  ? — And  think'st  thou  I  not  know 

Each  boding  hue,  each  movement,  and  each  shade, 

Of  that  aerial  ocean  ?     What  am  I 

But  as  a  wave  of  it  ?  and  dost  thou  think, 

Old  as  I  am,  that  I  not  know  myself? 

"  You  children  of  the  valley  live  and  think 
As  such  behoves,  amid  the  reign  of  man  ; — 
Look  on  these  regions  of  sublimity, 
Changing  their  shades  to  all  infinitude, 
Yet  still  the  same. — This  is  the  reign  of  God ! 

"  Stare  not,  I  am  no  maniac.     Sit  thee  down, 
While  I  describe  that  morning  as  I  saw  it 
From  this  same  spot. — I  rose  and  looked  around, — 
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The  hour  told  that  the  morning  was  advanced, 

But  Heaven  said,  No.     Methought  the  sun  had  stood 

Still  o'er  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat, 

Or  that  the  night  of  Egypt  had  returned. — 

It  was  a  hideous  twilight.     No  bird  sung  ; 

The  flocks  forgot  to  feed,  and  stood  and  gazed, 

Nor  wist  they  what  to  dread.     Sometimes  I  heard 

A  tremulous  bleat  come  from  the  hills,  and  then 

It  came  in  such  a  tone  it  frightened  me. 

Still  darker  grew  the  morn,  the  brooding  cloud 

Leaned  its  grim  bosom  deeper  o'er  the  glen, 

The  heavens  and  earth  were  mingled,  closed  around, 

And  here  was  I,  an  old  and  trembling  thing, 

Immured  between  them.     For  my  hills  I  looked ; 

I  looked  to  heaven,  and  for  the  blessed  sun, 

But  all  were  lost — all  curtained  in  together 

In  one  impervious  veil.     I  prayed  to  God, 

And  waited  the  event.     Forthwith  arose 

A  rushing  sound  somewhere  above  my  head, 

Whether  in  earth  or  heaven,  in  rock  or  cloud, 
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I  could  not  tell ;  but  nearer  still  it  came, 

And  louder  and  more  furious  was  the  sound, 

Like  many  torrents  rushing  on  the  wind. 

Anon  I  saw  the  bosom  of  the  cloud 

Begin  to  heave  and  work  with  boiling  motion, 

And  on  its  murky  breast  strange  hues  arose 

Of  dull  and  pallid  blue,  or  muffled  red, 

While  frightful  openings  yawned  and  closed  again. 

Nature  lay  on  a  bed  of  travailing  ; 

Now  strong  convulsions,  throes,  and  wrestlings, 

Shewed  that  with  serpent  birth  her  breast  would  rend  : 

Short  then  the  pause  and  troubled,  ere  I  saw 

The  heaven's  slow  swarthy  bosom  burst  asunder, 

And  rain,  and  hail,  and  bolts  of  liquid  flame 

Issued  at  once.     No  sooner  had  the  blaze 

Dazzled  my  sight,  than  from  the  inmost  cloud 

The  voice  of  the  Eternal  God  came  forth 

As  if  in  tenfold  wrath  ;  while  every  cave, 

And  every  echo  of  these  frowning  cliffs 

Shouted  and  jabbered  as  in  mockery. 
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How  my  heart  trembled !  and  a  dullness  crept 

O'er  all  my  frame ;  for  such  a  rending  crash, 

So  loud  and  so  prolonged,  ne'er  stunned  the  ear 

Of  sinful  worm.     Fain  would  I  have  rebuked 

The  hills  for  such  unholy  mimicry, 

For  every  rock,  ravine,  and  yawning  bourn, 

Nay,  every  tiny  clough,  sent  forth  its  thunder, 

Jarring  it  proudly :  Thus  with  every  peal 

Ten  thousand  thunders  issued  forth  their  voices. 

Forgive  me,  stranger,  but  at  times  I  deemed 

The  palaces  of  heaven  were  rent  asunder, 

And  clattering  down  the  air.     The  hills  were  smitten 

For  their  presumption ;  for  the  lightning  struck 

And  wounded  their  green  bosoms ;  and  their  rocks, 

Their  proudest  peaks,  were  splintered  and  o'erthrown 

By  these  fleet  darts  from  the  Almighty's  hand, 

And  toppled  down  their  sides  with  feeble  sound, 

As  in  confession  of  their  nothingness 

Before  their  Maker's  anger.     First  the  hail 

Burst  through  its  sable  shroud,  and  strewed  the  land 
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With  whitened  desolation ;  then  the  doors, 

The  flood-gates  of  that  dark  impending  tide, 

Were  all  let  loose,  and  on  the  prostrate  earth 

The  mighty  cataracts  of  the  heaven  descended  ; 

From  these  proud  mountains  poured  a  thousand  streams, 

WThere  streams  before  ne'er  ran,  and  every  one 

Pelting  and  foaming  'gainst  all  opposition 

With  upstart  insolence,  as  who  should  say, 

Here  am  I ;  who  dare  bar  my  mighty  course  ? 

Then,  ever  and  anon,  the  rending  peal 

Made  the  rocks  chatter,  rolled  from  hill  to  hill, 

And  boomed  along  the  sky.     O  such  a  scene 

These  old  dim  eyes  shall  never  look  upon, 

Nor  these  ears  listen,  in  this  earthly  frame  ! 

Then  tell  not  me  of  nature's  operations; 

That  was  no  produce  of  her  onward  work, 

But  a  dire  judgment  and  a  grievous  one, 

As  all  the  land  hath  found.     My  Bible  calls 

Thunder  the  voice  of  the  Eternal  God. 

For  me,  I  had  a  thought,  a  sinful  one, 

But  I  must  tell  it :— I  did  dread  the  fiends 
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Had  met  in  conclave  in  that  hollow  cloud. 

That  seemed  in  burning  colic  with  the  mass 

Within  its  hideous  womb.     The  gleaming  bolts 

I  deemed  the  arrows  of  the  Almighty,  sent 

To  scatter  and  confound  them,  then  the  roars 

In  still  redoubled  violence  that  ensued, 

I  weened  the  clamour  of  outraged  demons 

Bellowing  in  wrathful  anguish.     Then  methought 

I  heard  them  growling  in  their  burning  chariots 

Far,  far  away,  above  the  fields  of  air, 

One  after  one.     It  was  a  passing  thought, 

A  wild  and  sinful  one — God  pardon  me ! 

But  when  the  glorious  sun  looked  from  on  high, 

Through  golden  windows  opening  in  the  cloud, 

In  mild  and  glowing  majesty,  it  was 

Like  a  glad  glimpse  of  heaven  to  me,  who  had 

Sat  in  the  shadow  of  infernal  gloom 

Amid  its  horror,  uproar,  and  turmoil ; 

I  could  not  choose  but  hail  the  God  of  Day, 

And  King  of  Glory,  on  his  triumph  won." 
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Where  Yarrow  pours  her  silver  billow 
Through  bowers  of  birch,  and  brakes  of  willow  ; 
Where  loud  the  grouse  crows  on  the  fell, 
And  sweet  the  thrush  sings  in  the  dell ; 
Where  milk-white  flocks  unnumbered  lie, 
And  mirth  laughs  keen  in  every  eye ; 
And  plenty  smiles  from  day  to  day, 
Beneath  Buccleuch's  indulgent  sway ; 
Two  friendly  shepherds,  blithe  and  young, 
Oft  on  the  greensward  sat  and  sung, 
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Or  scoured  the  lofty  fells  together, 

And  brushed  the  red  flower  from  the  heather. 

One  morn  they  tuned,  by  dawn  of  day, 
On  Bowerhope  Law  the  rural  lay ; 
For  such  a  scene  that  lay  was  meet — 
As  wildly  gay,  as  simply  sweet ; 
The  great  may  even  lend  an  ear 
Wild  Yarrow's  mountain  strains  to  hear. — 

DAVIE. 

Ah,  Will,  these  purple  heather  blooms, 
That  round  us  shed  their  light  perfumes, 
These  sparkling  gems  of  crystal  dew, 
That  morning  sky  so  mild  and  blue, 
Have  raised  my  heart  to  such  a  height, 
I  breathe  so  pure,  I  feel  so  light, 
'Gainst  all  the  reasons  you  can  bring, 
I  must  and  will  my  matin  sing. 
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Cheer  up  your  heart,  for  once  be  gay, 
Screw  on  your  flute,  and  join  the  lay. 

WILL. 

Ah,  shepherd,  cease ;  your  idle  strain 
Adds  sharpness  to  my  bosom's  pain. 
How  can  ye  pour  that  strain  so  airy, 
That  trifling,  idle,  wild  vagary  ? 
Nor,  sadly,  once  reflect  with  me 
On  what  has  been,  and  what  may  be. 

As  little  heeds  the  lark  on  high 
The  watchful  falcon  hovering  nigh, 
But  flickering  his  kind  mate  above, 
He  trills  his  matin  song  of  love. 
Ah,  reckless  bird,  that  lively  strain 
Thy  mate  shall  never  hear  again  ! 
The  spoiler  tears  thy  panting  breast, 
And  all  forsaken  is  thy  nest. 
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Cease,  shepherd,  cease, — the  case  is  yours ; 
The  sky  of  Britain  threatening  lowers  ! 
Else,  let  your  strain  be  soft  and  slow, 
And  every  fall  a  note  of  woe. 

DAVIE. 

How  can  I  strike  one  plaintive  sound 
While  nature  smiles  so  sweet  around? 
See  how  our  lambs,  in  many  a  skein, 
Are  dancing  on  the  daisied  green  ; 
Their  pliant  limbs  they  keenly  brace. 
Strained  in  the  unambitious  race  ; 
Till  gruff  old  wedders,  blithe  to  see 
The  young  things  skip  so  merrily, 
With  motley  antics  join  the  throng, 
And  bob  and  caper  them  among. 

The  plover  whistles  in  the  glen, 
The  tewit  lilts  above  the  fen  ; 
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Even  the  hoarse  curlew  strains  her  throat, 

And  yelps  her  loudest  liveliest  note  : 

The  rural  joy  then  must  I  shun, 

So  ripened  by  the  rising  sun  ? 

No — while  my  bosom  beats  so  high, 

Responsive  to  a  lovely  eye 

That  pierced  it  with  a  gilded  arrow, 

I'll  sing  oflove,  of  joy,  and  Yarrow. 

I'll  sing  that  rural  scene  before  me ; 
That  shady  world  of  placid  glory  ! 
See  how  the  afer  vibrates  o'er 
The  lofty  front  of  brown  Clokmore  ; 
Beyond  Carleven's  rocky  crest 
The  drowsy  moon  sinks,  pale,  to  rest ; 
An  angel  shade  of  silken  green 
O'erveils  the  cliffs  of  wild  Loch  Skene ; 
While  Border  Cheviot,  blue  and  high, 
Melts  like  a  shadow  on  the  sky. 
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From  proud  Mount  Benger's  top  the  sun 
His  airy  course  has  scarce  begun ; 
His  orient  cheek  is  resting  still 
Upon  the  grey  cairn  on  the  hill. 
The  scarlet  curtain  of  the  sky, 
A  wreathed  and  waving  canopy, 
Sweels  like  the  dew  on  mountain  flower, 
Or  frost-work  in  the  southland  shower. 

The  Yarrow,  like  a  baldrick,  thrown 
Loose  on  the  vale,  lies  bent  and  lone  ; 
A  silver  snake  of  every  dye 
That  gilds  the  mountain,  tincts  the  sky ; 
And  slowly  o'er  her  verdant  vales 
A  cobweb  veil  of  vapour  sails. 

Saint  Mary  holds  her  mirror  sheen, 
To  moorland  grey  and  mountain  green  ; 
To  speckled  schell  fowl  hovering  nigh, 
To  milky  swan  and  morning  sky ! 
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There  phantom  cliffs  hang  trembling  low, 
And  hoary  thorns  inverted  grow. 

Her  purple  bosom  sleeps  as  still 
As  sunbeam  on  the  silent  hill ; 
No  curling  breeze  across  it  strays, 
No  sportful  eddy  o'er  it  plays, 
Save  where  the  wild  duck  wanders  slow, 
Or  dark  trout  spreads  his  waxing  O. 

Look  to  the  east — 'tis  shadow  all, 
Crowned  by  yon  broad  and  dazzling  ball. 
Turn  westward — mountain,  glen,  and  wold, 
Are  all  one  blaze  of  burning  gold ! 

Ah,  God  of  nature  !  such  a  scene, 
So  grand,  so  lovely,  so  serene, 
Bears  the  free  soul,  on  rapture's  wing, 
Before  thy  diamond  throne  to  sing ; 
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Above  yon  sky's  celestial  blue, 

To  gaze  on  glories  ever  new ; 

And  list  the  strains  of  angel  song 

From  angel  harps  that  pour  along, 

By  fragrant  breezes  softly  driven 

O'er  suns  that  sand  the  floors  of  heaven ! 


The  enraptured  youth  now  ceased  to  sing ; 
But  still  on  ether's  waving  wing 
From  echo's  cave  was  borne  along 
The  dying  measures  of  the  song : 
With  eye  entranced,  and  head  declined, 
They  listened  to  the  waving  wind, — 
Hung  on  the  cliff-bom  fairy  lay, 
Till  the  last  quaver  died  away. 
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SACRED  MELODIES. 


i. 

JEWISH  CAPTIVES  PARTING. 

1. 
Must  I  leave  thee  broken-hearted, 
All  our  hopes  for  ever  thwarted  ? 
Early  met,  and  early  parted, — 

Yet  while  love  was  new ! 
Just  when  the  bud  had  fondly  spread 
Its  breast  to  heaven,  with  blushes  red, 
The  fruit,  within  its  bosom  hid, 

Shrunk  from  its  fostering  dew ! 
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2. 

There's  a  pang  (I  may  not  name  it ! 
Heart  of  alien  cannot  frame  it, 
Tongue  of  angel  cannot  blame  it) 

Wrings  this  bosom  still : — 
Oh  !  thou  art  all  with  softness  blent, 
Mild  as  the  lamb,  and  innocent ; — 
But  thou  art  in  the  stranger's  tent, 

And  subject  to  his  will ! 


Bitterer  term  was  never  spoken  ! 
Take  this  last,  this  farewell  token, — 
All  my  hopes  with  it  are  broken, 

Save  in  one  sole  deed  : — 
On  that  pure  breast  and  form  so  fair, 
Should  eye  or  hand  of  violence  dare — 
I  say  no  more  ;  but  to  thy  care 

I  trust  this  sure  remede. 
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4. 

How  is  the  gold  become  so  dim  ? 
How  hushed  the  virgin's  choral  hymn  ? 
Our  cup  of  misery  wets  the  brim — 

Tis  slavery  or  the  grave. 
Was  ever,  sorrow  like  to  mine  ? 
The  daughters  young  of  Judah's  line 
Are  led  in  bonds  and  shame  to  pine, 

And  none  to  help  or  save  ! 
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II. 

THE  CAPTIVE'S  SONG! 


1. 
Rise  !  rise,  dawn  of  the  morn  ! 

In  glory  awake,  for  thy  hour  is  nigh ! 
Comest  thou  afar,  by  cherubim  borne, 
O'er  lands  of  the  East,  o'er  star  and  sky  ? 
Or  sleep'st  thou  on  yon  mountain  grey  ?- 
Awake,  thou  sun  !  and  come  away. 
Yes,  thou  wilt  wake  ;  but,  woe  is  me, 
For  the  shame  and  guilt  thine  eye  must  see  !- 
The  stranger's  incense  burning  still 
On  the  heights  of  Zion's  holy  hill ; 
And  the  rude  Sabine's  altar-stone 
In  the  green  groves  of  Lebanon  ! — 


SACRED  MELODIES.  207 

2. 

Awake,  O  sun !  that  I  may  view 

Thy  splendour  shed  (nor  grieve  the  less) 
O'er  vales  of  Kedar  bathed  in  dew, 
And  Chebar's  balmy  wilderness! 

Soon  thou  wilt  smile  in  beauty  bland 
Above  the  Chaldean's  sinful  land ; — 
But,  oh  !  when  shall  dawn  the  day 

Of  retribution  and  of  grace  ? 
When  shall  the  shadows  pass  away 
That  brood  o'er  Israel's  fallen  race  ? 
Thou  holy  One !  has  Salem's  day 
By  thee  forgotten  been  for  aye  ? 

3. 
Sing !  sing  ! — How  shall  I  sing 

A  song  of  Zion  or  of  thee ! 
Or  hymn  the  name  of  Israel's  King 
In  darkness  and  captivity  ? 
#My  tabor  has  no  strain  nor  string 
The  songs  of  Zion's  land  to  sing ! 
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But  thee — Jerusalem !  when  my  heart 
Ceases  to  yearn  and  bleed  for  thee, 
May  skill  from  my  right  hand  depart, 
And  my  reward  let  bondage  be ! 
There  lies  engraved  thy  temple  fair, 
And  Name  that  once  we  worshipped  there ! 

4. 
Jehovah !  in  thy  strength  awake ! 

Be  vengeance  on  the  heathen  driven ! 
Before  thee  let  the  mountains  quake, 
Thy  chariot  be  the  winds  of  heaven ! 

Come  on  the  clouds,  and  who  shall  stand 
Against  the  sway  of  thy  right  hand  ? 
Think  not  of  us,  so  far  removed, 
And  as  a  garment  cast  away — 
Think  on  our  fathers  once  beloved ; 
Must  David's  house  like  grass  decay  ? 
Return,  and  set  thy  people  free, 
And  captives  yet  shall  sing  to  thee ! 
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III. 

JACOB  AND  LABAN. 

1. 

"  DEPART  ye,— depart  ye,— 

For  shame,  ere  the  morrow ! 
Alone  let  me  weep, 

In  anguish  and  sorrow, 
For  her  whom  so  long 

I've  loved  with  fond  duty ; 
For  all  I  have  lost 

Of  sweetness  and  beauty. 

2. 
11  These  seven  long  years 

I've  served  hardly  for  her ; 
Yet  they  seemed  but  a  day, 

For  the  love  that  I  bore  her ! 
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The  chili  hour  of  midnight 
Oft  watching  has  found  me, 

While  the  wolf  and  the  lion 
Were  prowling  around  me. 

Shame  on  the  gift !  shame  on  the  giver ! 

Woe,  woe,  now  and  for  ever !" 

3. 
"  Cheer  thee,  boy ! — cheer  thee,  boy ! 

Blame  not  her  willingness  ; 
Bound  to  obey, 

And  swayed  by  her  lovingness. 
Striplings  may  woo, 

But  age  must  beware  of  them  ; 
Laws  must  be  framed, 

And  strangers  must  care  for  them. 

4. 
"  Love's  like  the  young  rose ; 
Pulled,  it  will  fade  and  die : 
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Love's  like  the  diamond  ; 

Hardly  won,  valued  high  : 
For  seven  years  more, 

She  will  kinder  and  dearer  grow  ;• 
Thine  shall  thy  love  be, 

When  thou  hast  won  her  so." 
"  Blest  be  the  boon !  blest  be  the  giver ! 
Joy,  joy,  now  and  for  ever !" 
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IV. 
THE  ROSE  OF  SHARON. 

1. 

Oh  !  saw  ye  the  Rose  of  the  East 

In  the  valley  of  Sharon  that  grows  ? 
Ye  daughters  of  Judah,  how  blest 

To  breathe  in  the  sweets  of  my  Rose ! 
Come,  tell  me  if  yet  she's  at  rest 

In  her  couch,  with  the  lilies  inwove  ? 
Or  if  wantons  the  breeze  with  her  breast? 

For  my  heart  it  is  sick  for  my  love. 

2. 
I  charge  you,  ye  virgins  unveiled, 

That  stray  'mong  the  pomegranate  trees, 
By  the  roes  and  the  hinds  of  the  field, 

That  ye  wake  not  my  love  till  she  please  ! 
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"  The  garden  with  flowers  is  in  blow, 
And  roses  unnumbered  are  there ; 
Then  tell  how  thy  love  we  shall  know, 
For  the  daughters  of  Zion  are  fair." 

3. 
A  bed  of  frankincense  her  cheek, 

And  wreath  of  sweet  myrrh  is  her  hand  ; 
Her  eye  the  bright  gem  that  they  seek 

By  the  rivers  and  streams  of  the  land : — 
Her  smile  from  the  morning  she  wins ; 

Her  teeth  are  the  lambs  on  the  hill ; 
Her  breasts  two  young  roes  that  are  twins, 

And  feed  in  the  valleys  at  will. 

4. 
As  the  cedar  that  smiles  o'er  the  wood ; 

As  the  lily  'mid  shrubs  of  the  heath  ; 
As  the  tower  of  Damascus  that  stood 

Overlooking  the  hamlets  beneath  : 
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As  the  moon  that  in  glory  you  see 
'Mid  the  stars  and  the  planets  above  ; 

Even-so  among  women  is  she, 

And  my  bosom  is  ravished  with  love ! 

5. 
Return  with  the  evening  star, 

And  our  couch  on  Amana  shall  be ; 
From  Shinar  and  Hermon  afar 

Thou  the  mountains  of  leopards  shalt  see. 
O  Shulamite  !  turn  to  thy  rest, 

Where  the  olive  o'ershadows  the  land ; 
As  the  roe  of  the  desert  make  haste, 

For  the  singing  of  birds  is  at  hand ! 
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V. 

MAIDEN  OF  JESHIMON. 

DUET. 

1. 

1st  voice.       O  lives  one  love-spark  in  your  breast, 
Maiden  of  Jeshimon !  pray  you  tell  ? 

2d  voice.        Go  ask  at  her  whom  you  now  love  best,- 
Ask  her  the  way  you  know  full  well. 

1st  voice.       Women  are  fickle,  and  all  untrue ! 

2d  voice.        Men  are  ungrateful — so  are  you ! 

1st  voice.       Vanity ! 

2d  voice.        Lenity ! 

Both  voices.  Wormwood  and  gall ! 

2d  voice.        Suavity ! 

1st  voice.       Levity ! 

Both  voices.  Worst  of  all ! 

Once  full  happy  and  blithe  were  we, — 
Blithe  as  bird  on  the  greenwood  tree ! 
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2. 

1st  voice.       Long  I  loved,  and  loved  you  dear, — 
2d  voice.        Many  a  day  and  many  a  year : 
Both  voices.  Then  all  nature  seemed  completer, — 

Smiling  sweeter. 

Ah !  how  dear  ! 
1st  voice.        But  'tis  gone ! 
2d  voice.        Let  it  go  ! 
1st  voice.        Can'st  thou  say  so,  true  love  ?  \ 
2d  voice.        Time,  that  wears  all  away,       \Recitante. 

Will  lay  me  low !  j 

Both  voices.  Again  we'll  sport,  as  we  have  done, 

Round  the  tree,  over  the  lea ; 
Nature  then  shall  smile  again, 

And  who  so  blithe  and  blest  as  we  ? 
Sweet  the  bird  shall  sing  on  the  tree, 
And  sweet  the  sun  rise  over  the  sea ! 
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VI. 
DWELLER  IN  HEAVEN. 

1. 
DWELLER  in  heaven  high,  Ruler  below  I 
Fain  would  I  know  thee,  yet  tremble  to  know ! 
How  can  a  mortal  deem,  how  may  it  be, 
That  being  can  ne'er  be  but  present  with  thee  ? 
Is  it  tru^  that  thou  sawest  me  ere  I  saw  the  morn  ? 
Is  it  true  that  thou  knewest  me  before  I  was  born  ? 
That  nature  must  live  in  the  light  of  thine  eye  ? — 
This  knowledge  for  me  is  too  great  and  too  high ! 

2. 
That,  fly  I  to  noon-day,  or  fly  I  to  night, 
To  shroud  me  in  darkness,  or  bathe  me  in  light, 
vol.'  iv.  K 
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The  light  and  the  darkness  to  thee  are  the  same, 
And  still  in  thy  presence  of  wonder  I  am  ? 
Should  I  with  the  dove  to  the  desert  repair, 
Or  dwell  with  the  eagle  in  clough  of  the  air ; 
In  the  desert  afar — on  the  mountain's  wild  brink — 
From  the  eye  of  Omnipotence  still  must  I  shrink  ? 

S. 
Or  mount  I,  on  wings  of  the  morning,  away 
To  caves  of  the  ocean,  unseen  by  the  day, 
And  hide  in  these  uttermost  parts  of  the  sea, 
Even  there  to  be  living  and  moving  in  thee ! 
Nay,  scale  I  the  cloud,  in  the  heavens  to  dwell, 
Or  make  I  my  bed  in  the  shadows  of  hell, 
Can  science  expound,  or  humanity  frame, 
That  still  thou  art  present,  and  all  are  the  same  ? 

4. 
Yes,  present  for  ever!  Almighty!  Alone! 
Great  Spirit  of  nature !  unbounded !  unknown ! 
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What  mind  can  embody  thy  presence  divine  ? 
I  know  not  my  own  being  !  how  can  I  thine  ? 
Then  humbly  and  low  in  the  dust  let  me  bend, 
And  adore  what  on  earth  I  can  ne'er  comprehend : 
The  mountains  may  melt,  and  the  elements  flee, 
Yet  an  universe  still  be  rejoicing  in  thee  !* 

*   This  hymn  was  introduced  into  the  tale  of  The  Brownie  op 
Bodsbeck,  and  is  to  be  found  there,  in  the  first  edition. 
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VII. 

ON  CARMEL'S  BROW. 

1. 

On  Carmel's  brow  the  wreathy  vine 

Had  all  its  honours  shed ; 
And,  o'er  the  vales  of  Palestine, 

A  sickly  paleness  spread  : 
When  the  old  seer,  by  vision  led 

And  energy  sublime, 
Into  that  shadowy  region  sped, 

To  muse  on  distant  time. 

2. 
He  saw  the  valleys  far  and  wide, 
But  sight  of  joy  was  none ; 
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He  looked  o'er  many  a  mountain's  side, 

But  silence  reigned  alone ; — 
Save  that  a  boding  voice  sung  on 

By  wave  and  waterfall, 
As  still,  in  harsh  and  heavy  tone, 

Deep  unto  deep  did  call. 

3. 
On  Kison's  strand,  and  Ephratah, 

The  hamlets  thick  did  lie ; 
No  wayfarer  between  he  saw, 

No  Asherite  passed  by ! 
No  maiden  at  her  task  did  ply, 

Nor  sportive  child  was  seen  ; 
The  lonely  dog  barked  wearily 

Where  dwellers  once  had  been. 

4. 
Oh !  beauteous  were  the  palaces 
On  Jordan  wont  to  be ; 
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And  still  they  glimmered  to  the  breeze, 
Like  stars  beneath  the  sea : — 

But  vultures  held  their  jubilee 
Where  harp  and  cymbal  rung  ; 

And  there,  as  if  in  mockery, 
The  baleful  satyr  sung. 

5. 
But,  oh  !  that  prophet's  visioned  eye, 

On  Carmel  that  reclined  ! 
It  looked  not  on  the  times  gone  by, 

But  those  that  were  behind  ; 
His  grey  hair  streamed  upon  the  wind,- 

His  hands  were  raised  on  high, — 
As,  mirrored  on  his  mystic  mind, 

Arose  futurity ! 

6. 
He  saw  the  feast  in  Bozrah  spread, 
Prepared  in  ancient  day  ; 
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Eastward,  away  the  eagle  sped, 

And  all  the  birds  of  prey. 
w  Who's  this,"  he  cried,  "  comes  by  the  way 

Of  Edom,  all  divine, — 
Travelling  in  splendour,  whose  array 

Is  red,  but  not  with  wine  ? 

7. 
"  Blest  be  the  herald  of  our  King, 
That  comes  to  set  us  free  ! 
The  dwellers  of  the  rock  shall  sing, 

And  utter  praise  to  thee ! 
Tabor  and  Hermon  yet  shall  see 

Their  glories  glow  again, 
And  blossoms  spring  on  field  and  tree, 
That  ever  shall  remain. 

8. 
"  The  happy  child,  in  dragon's  way, 
Shall  frolic  with  delight ! 
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The  lamb  shall  round  the  leopard  play, 

And  all  in  love  unite  ! 
The  dove  on  Zion's  hill  shall  light, 

That  all  the  world  must  see  ; 
Hail  to  the  Journeyer  in  his  might, 

That  comes  to  set  us  free  6 
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VIII. 

THE  GUARDIAN  ANGELS. 
DUET. 

WHITHER  journeyest  thou  ? 

Where  dost  thou  dwell  ? 
Dwell'st  thou  in  the  rainbow, 

Or  hills  of  Israel  ? 
Beauteous  guardian  angel 

Tarry  here  with  me  ; 
Or  guide  me  through  the  twilight, 

Far,  far,  with  thee. 
The  young  and  fair 
We'll  guard  with  care, 
From  every  snare 

And  treachery. 

k3 
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Two  Voices. 
Over  tower  and  palace, 

River  broad,  and  fountain, — 
Over  den  and  desert, 

Vale  and  lofty  mountain, — 
Infant's  bed, — virgin's  head, — 

Age  and  misery ! 

1st  voice.       Dost  thou  dread  it  ? 

2d  voice.        Thou  shalt  see. 

1st  voice.        Dost  thou  shun  it  ? 

2d  voice.        Oft  I've  done  it. 

Both  voices.  Kind  the  heart  that  needs  no  suing  ! 

Sweet  the  toil  when  good  we're  doing ! 

Sweet  the  toil,  &c.  &c. 
1st  voice.       Wert  thou  a  watcher  here  ? 
2d  voice.        Many  a  thousand  year. 
Both  voices.  Then,  for  aye,  our  task  pursuing, 

Never  done,  yet  always  doing, 

Till  our  time  of  bliss  draws  near. 
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1st  voice.        Shall  it  never  ? 

2d  voice.        Yes,  for  ever. 

Both  voices.  Then  our  joys  be  ever  new  ! 
As  our  love  and  duty  true ! 
Our  task  is  love,  and  'tis  from  above, 
For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love  ! 
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THE  AULD  MAN'S  FAREWEEL 

TO 

HIS  WEE  HOUSE.       ' 

I  LIKE  ye  weel,  my  wee  auld  house, 
Though  laigh  the  wa's  an'  flat  the  rigging 

Though  round  thy  lum  the  sourick  grows, 
An'  rain-draps  gaw  my  cozie  biggin'. 

Lang  hast  thou  happit  mine  an'  me, 

My  head's  grown  grey  aneath  thy  kipple, 

An'  aye  thy  ingle  cheek  was  free 

Baith  to  the  blind  man  an'  the  cripple. 
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An'  to  the  puir  forsaken  wight 
Wi'  bairnie  at  her  bosom  cryin', 

My  cot  was  open  day  an'  night, 
Nor  wantit  bed  for  sic  to  lie  in. 

What  gart  my  ewes  thrive  on  the  hill, 
An'  kept  my  little  store  increasin'  ? — 

The  rich  man  never  wished  me  ill, 
The  puir  man  left  me  aye  his  blessin'. 

Troth,  I  maun  greet  wi'  thee  to  part, 
Though  to  a  better  house  I'm  flittin' : 

Sic  joys  will  never  glad  my  heart 
As  I've  had  by  thy  hallan  sittin'. 

My  bonnie  bairns  around  me  smiled ; 

My  sonsie  wife  sat  by  me  spinnin', 
Aye  liltin'  owre  her  ditties  wild, 

In  notes  sae  artless  an'  sae  winnin'. 
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Our  frugal  meal  was  aye  a  feast ; 

Our  e'enin'  psalm  a  hymn  of  joy ; 
Aye  calm  an'  peacefu  was  our  rest ; 

Our  bliss,  our  love  without  alloy. 

I  canna  help  but  haud  thee  dear, 

My  auld,  storm-battered  namely  sheilin', 

Thy  sooty  lum  an*  kipples  clear 
I  better  lo'e  than  gaudy  ceilin'. 

Thy  roof  will  fa',  thy  rafters  start, 

How  damp  an*  cauld  thy  hearth  will  be  ! 

Ah,  sae  will  soon  ilk  honest  heart, 
That  erst  was  blithe  an'  bauld  in  thee. 

I  thought  to  cower  aneath  thy  wa' 
Till  death  had  closed  my  weary  een, 

Then  left  thee  for  the  narrow  ha', 
Wr  lowly  roof  o'  swaird  sae  green. 
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Fareweel  my  house  an'  burnie  clear, 
My  bourtree  bush  an'  bowzy  tree, 

The  wee  while  I  maun  sojourn  here, 
I'll  never  find  a  hame  like  thee  ! 
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TO  MARY  AT  PARTING. 

Alas,  alas  !  the  time  draws  nigh, 
When  low  that  beauteous  form  shall  lie ! 
That  eye,  that  beams  with  love  and  duty, 
Must  quickly  lose  its  beaming  beauty ! 
That  heart,  that  beats  so  brisk  and  gaily, 
Must  turn  a  clod  in  yonder  valley  ! 
No  more  the  sun  shall  dawn  on  thee, 
But  long  thy  starless  night  shall  be  ; 
Chill,  chill,  and  damp  thy  lonely  room  ! 
And  hemlock  o'er  thy  bosom  bloom ; 
O  then  be  wise — the  time  draws  nigh 
When  low  that  beauteous  form  shall  lie ! 

But  oh,  within  that  lovely  frame, 
There  dwells  a  spark  of  heavenly  flame — 
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A  spark  that  shall  for  ever  bum, 
Smile  over  nature's  closing  urn, 
And  mix  its  beams  in  cloudless  day, 
When  sun  and  stars  have  passed  away ! — 
To  nurse  that  spark — that  ray  divine, 
The  task,  the  pleasing  task  be  thine ; 
Then  thy  delights  shall  never  die, 
Though  low  that  beauteous  form  shall  lie. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR  PITT. 

And  art  thou  departed,  ere  yet  from  the  field 

The  tidings  of  glory  are  borne  ? 
O,  art-  thou  departed,  our  bulwark,  our  shield, 

And  live  I  thy  exit  to  mourn  ? 
Our  country's  horizon  for  ever  is  shorn 

Of  a  splendour  that  steadfastly  shone ; 
The  darkness  is  shed,  and  the  storm  is  gone  forth ; 
Our  sun  and  our  moon  have  both  dropped  to  the  earth ; 
The  child  of  the  mighty  is  come  to  the  birth, 

But  the  strength  of  the  parent  is  gone. 

O,  Pitt  !  I  may  wail  thee,  and  wail  without  blame, 

For  here  cannot  party  deride ; 
'Twas  in  the  lone  wild  I  first  heard  of  thy  name, 

With  Nature  alone  for  my  guide; 
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That  taught  me  to  love  thee — my  boast  and  my  pride 
Thenceforth  thou  hast  been,  and  shalt  be : 

I  read,  and  I  wondered — but  still  I  read  on ; 

My  bosom  heaved  high  with  an  ardour  unknown, 

But  I  found  it  congenial  in  all  with  thine  own, 
And  I  took  up  my  rest  under  thee. 

I  wondered  when  senators  sternly  expressed 

Disgust  at  each  motion  of  thine ; 
For  I  was  as  simple  as  babe  at  the  breast, 

And  their  motives  I  could  not  divine. 
I  knew  not — and  still  small  the  knowledge  is  mine — 

Of  the  passions  that  mankind  dissever ; — 
That  minds  there  are  framed  like  the  turbulent  ocean, 
That  fumes  on  its  barriers  with  ceaseless  commotion — 
On  the  rock  that  stands  highest,  commanding  devo- 
tion, 

There  dash  its  rude  billows  for  ever. 

They  said  thou  wert  proud~I  have  pondered  it  long — 
I  have  tried  thee  by  plummet  and  line — 
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Have  weighed  in  the  balance  the  right  and  the  wrong, 
And  am  forced  in  the  charge  to  combine. 

They  called  thee  ambitious — a  censure  condign ! 
I  know  it — I  own  it  was  true ! 

But  it  was  of  thy  Country  alone  thou  wert  proud, 

Thy  Ambition  was  all  for  her  glory  and  good ; 

For  these  thy  proud  heart  a  wild  torrent  withstood, 
Which  broke  what  it  could  not  subdue. 

Be  hallowed  thy  memory,  illustrious  shade ! 

A  shepherd  can  ill  understand, 
But  he  weens  that  as  clear  and  unbiassed  a  head, 

As  clean  and  less  sordid  a  hand, 
Or  a  heart  more  untainted,  did  never  command 

The  wealth  of  a  nation  on  earth ; 
And  he  knows  that  long  hence,  when  his  head's  low  as 

thine, 
That  the  Good,  and  the  Great,  and  the  Brave,  and 

Benign, 
And  the  Lovers  of  Country  and  King,  will  combine 

To  hallow  the  hour  of  thy  birth  ! 


240  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


HYMN  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

Arise,  arise,  thou  Queen  of  Love ! 

Thy  bed  is  chilled  with  evening  dew ; 
Thy  robe  the  virgin  fays  have  wove, 

And  reared  thy  canopy  of  blue. 

O,  let  me  see  thy  golden  breast, 

Thy  amber  halo  o'er  the  hill, 
And  all  the  chambers  of  the  west, 

Thy  coronal  with  glory  fill  ! 

O  come  ! — the  evening  colours  fade, 
Soft  silence  broods  o'er  lawn  and  lea ; 

And  beauty  in  the  greenwood  shade 
Uplifts  a  longing  eye  for  thee. 
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Thy  temple  be  this  sylvan  bower, 

Where  wounded  lovers  kneel  confest ; 

Thine  altar-cloth  the  daisy  flower ; 
Thy  tabernacle  beauty's  breast. 

Be  this  thy  dearest,  holiest  shrine ; 

Thy  breviary  two  beaming  eyes  ; 
And  aye  I'll  pant  to  see  thee  shine — 

Beloved  star,  arise,  arise ! 

O  let  thy  spirit  seek  the  glade, 
To  hear  thy  holy  vesper  sung, — 

But  tell  not  where  my  cheek  was  laid, 
Nor  where  my  careless  arm  was  flung. 

As  slowly  steals,  on  angel's  wing, 
Thy  light  pavilion  down  the  sky, 

Before  thee  let  young  seraphs  sing 
The  softest  love-sick  melody ! 

VOL.  IV.  l 
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And  here  on  thy  beloved  shrine, 

Where  fragrant  flames  of  incense  glow, 

Pure  as  that  heavenly  breast  of  thine, 
And  fairer  than  the  virgin  snow ; — 

Here  will  I  worship  with  delight, 
And  pay  the  vows  I  made  to  thee, 

Until  thy  mild  and  modest  light 
Is  cradled  on  the  heaving  sea. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  BUSACO. 

BEYOND  Busaco's  mountains  dun, 
When  far  had  rolled  the  sultry  sun, 
And  night  her  pall  of  gloom  had  thrown 
O'er  nature's  still  convexity ; 

High  on  the  heath  our  tents  were  spread ; 
The  cold  turf  was  our  cheerless  bed ; 
And  o'er  the  hero's  dew-chilled  head 
The  banners  flapped  incessantly. 

The  loud  war-trumpet  woke  the  morn, 
The  quivering  drum,  the  pealing  horn ; 
From  rank  to  rank  the  cry  is  borne — 
"  Arouse,  for  death  or  victory !" 
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The  orb  of  day,  in  crimson  dye, 
Began  to  mount  the  morning  sky ; 
Then  what  a  scene  for  warrior's  eye 
Hung  on  the  bold  declivity  ! 

The  serried  bayonets  glittering  stood 
Like  icicles  on  hills  of  blood  ; 
An  aerial  stream,  a  silver  wood 

Reeled  in  the  flickering  canopy. 

Like  waves  of  ocean  rolling  fast, 
Or  thunder- cloud  before  the  blast, 
Massena's  legions,  stern  and  vast, 
Rushed  to  the  dreadful  revelry. 

The  pause  is  o'er — the  fateful  shock 
A  thousand  thousand  thunders  woke  ! 
The  air  grows  sick,  the  mountains  rock ! 
Red  ruin  rides  triumphantly. 
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Light  boiled  the  war-cloud  to  the  sky, 
In  phantom  towers  and  columns  high, 
But  dark  and  dense  their  bases  lie 
Prone  on  the  battle's  boundary. 

The  thistle  waved  her  bonnet  blue, 
The  harp  her  wildest  war-notes  threw, 
The  red  rose  gained  a  fresher  hue, 
Busaco,  in  thy  heraldry ! 

Hail,  gallant  brothers  !  woe  befall 
The  foe  that  braves  our  triple  wall ! 
Thy  sons,  O  wretched  Portugal, 

Roused  at  their  deeds  of  chivalry. 
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ELEGY. 


Fair  was  thy  blossom,  tender  flower, 
That  opened  like  the  rose  in  May, 

Though  nursed  beneath  the  chilly  shower 
Of  fell  regret  for  love's  decay  ! 

How  oft  thy  mother  heaved  the  sigh 
O'er  wreaths  of  honour  early  shorn, 

Before  thy  sweet  and  guiltless  eye 
Had  opened  on  the  dawn  of  morn  ! 

How  oft  above  thy  lowly  bed, 

When  all  in  silence  slumbered  low, 

The  fond  and  filial  tear  was  shed, 
Thou  child  of  love,  of  shame,  and  woe  ! 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.  247 

Her  wronged  but  gentle  bosom  burned 
With  joy  thy  opening  bloom  to  see, — 

The  only  breast  that  o'er  thee  yearned, 
The  only  heart  that  cared  for  thee. 

Oft  her  young  eye,  with  tear  drops  bright, 
Pleaded  with  Heaven  for  her  sweet  child, 

When  faded  dreams  of  past  delight 
O'er  recollection  wandered  wild. 

Fair  was  thy  blossom,  bonny  flower, 
Fair  as  the  softest  wreath  of  spring, 

When  late  I  saw  thee  seek  the  bower 
In  peace  thy  morning  hymn  to  sing ! 

Thy  little  feet  across  the  lawn 

Scarce  from  the  primrose  pressed  the  dew, 
I  thought  the  Spirit  of  the  dawn 

Before  me  to  the  greenwood  flew. 
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Even  then  the  shaft  was  on  the  wing, 
Thy  spotless  soul  from  earth  to  sever ; 

A  tear  of  pity  wet  the  string 

That  twanged  and  sealed  thy  doom  for  ever. 

I  saw  thee  late  the  emblem  fair 
Of  beauty,  innocence,  and  truth, 

Start  tiptoe  on  the  verge  of  air, 

'Twixt  childhood  and  unstable  youth  : 

But  now  I  see  thee  stretched  at  rest — 
To  break  that  rest  shall  wake  no  morrow ; 

Pale  as  the  grave-flower  on  thy  breast ! 
Poor  child  of  love,  of  shame,  and  sorrow. 

May  thy  long  sleep  be  soft  and  sweet, 
Thy  visions  fraught  with  bliss  to  be  ; 

And  long  the  daisy,  emblem  meet, 
Shall  shed  its  earliest  tear  o'er  thee. 
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THE  DAWN  OF  JULY,  1810. 

HAIL,  lovely  July !  fair  and  gay, 
Thou  risest  with  this  holy  day, 
The  radiance  of  thy  infant  ray 
Betokens  gay  hilarity. 

How  sweet  to  us  the  rising  flush  : 
But  why  that  rosy  maiden  blush, 
While  from  the  vale  and  verdant  bush 
Distils  the  melting  melody  ? 

Is  it,  because  when  met  thy  view 
Edina,  set  'mid  hills  of  dew, 
And  spires  that  bore  the  welkin  blue, 
There  all  was  dead  serenity ; — 
l3 
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No  eye  the  glorious  scene  to  scan, 
When  up  thy  silken  veil  was  drawn, 
And  broad  yon  orb  of  flame  began 

To  mount  the  green  wave's  canopy  ? 

But  welcome  thou,  sweet  summer's  queen  ! 
Arrayed  in  robes  of  gaudy  green, 
With  stripes  and  dazzling  gems  between, 
In  richest  wild  variety. 

The  hedge-row  bends  in  lines  of  snow, 
Deep  blossoms  o'er  the  valleys  blow, 
And  wild-flowers  deck  the  mountain's  brow, 
In  modest  sweet  simplicity. 

Fair  harbinger  of  plenty  nigh, 
Calm  be  thy  course,  and  mild  thy  sky  ; 
That  tear  that  glistens  in  thine  eye 
Adds  beauty  to  thy  majesty. 
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Yet  have  I  seen  on  life's  lone  way, 
Its  dawn,  like  thine,  as  fair  and  gay ; 
And  all  its  splendours  dashed  away 
By  storms  of  black  adversity ! 
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TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  SHAKESPEARE. 

Spirit  all  limitless, 

Where  is  thy  dwelling-place  ? 
Spirit  of  him  whose  high  name  we  revere, 

Come  on  thy  seraph  wings, 

Come  from  thy  wanderings, 
And  smile  on  thy  votaries,  who  sigh  for  thee  here ! 

Come,  O  thou  spark  divine  ! 

Rise  from  thy  hallowed  shrine ! 
Here  in  the  windings  of  Forth  thou  shalt  see 

Hearts  true  to  Nature's  call, 

Spirits  congenial, 
Proud  of  their  country,  yet  bowing  to  thee  ! 
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Here,  with  rapt  heart  and  tongue, 

While  our  fond  minds  were  young, 
Oft  thy  bold  numbers  we  poured  in  our  mirth ; 

Now  in  our  hall  for  aye 

This  shall  be  holiday, 
Bard  of  all  Nature  !  to  honour  thy  birth. 

Whether  thou  tremblest  o'er 

Green  grave  of  Elsinore, 
Stayest  o'er  the  hill  of  Dunsinnan  to  hover, 

Bosworth,  or  Shrewsbury, 

Egypt,  or  Philippi ; 
Come  from  thy  roamings  the  universe  over. 

Whether  thou  journey 'st  far 

On  by  the  morning  star, 
Dream'st  on  the  shadowy  brows  of  the  moon, 

Or  linger'st  in  Fairyland, 

Mid  lovely  elves  to  stand, 
Singing  thy  carols  unearthly  and  boon  ; — 
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Here  thou  art  called  upon, 

Come  thou  to  Caledon  ! 
Come  to  the  land  of  the  ardent  and  free ! 

The  land  of  the  lone  recess, 

Mountain,  and  wilderness, 
This  is  the  land,  thou  wild  meteor,  for  thee ! 

O,  never  since  time  had  birth, 

Rose  from  the  pregnant  earth 
Gems  such  as  late  have  in  Scotia  sprung ; — 

Gems  that  in  future  day, 

When  ages  pass  away, 
Like  thee  shall  be  honoured,  like  thee  shall  be  sung ! 

Then  here,  by  the  sounding  sea, 

Forest,  and  greenwood  tree, 
Here  to  solicit  thee  cease  shall  we  never. 

Yes,  thou  effulgence  bright, 

Here  must  thy  flame  relight, 
Or  vanish  from  Nature  for  ever  and  ever ! 
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ON  THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  YEAR  1812. 

DuNEDIN,  thy  skirts  are  unhallowed  and  lone, 
And  dark  are  the  rocks  that  encircle  thy  throne ! 
The  dwelling  of  beings  unbodied  is  there — 
There  are  spirits  abroad,  let  the  traveller  beware ! 

The  year  on  the  brink  of  eternity  hung, 
The  clock  had  rung  long,  and  the  watchman  had  sung, 
And  just  when  the  murmurs  of  midnight  grew  still, 
A  symphony  broke  from  the  shelve  of  the  hill : 
It  was  not  by  man,  for  no  mortal  was  there, — 
There  are  spirits  abroad,  let  the  traveller  beware ! 
They  sung  of  the  year  that  was  passing  away, 
And  the  stars  hid  their  blushes  in  curtain  of  grey. — 
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Thou  art  gone,  thou  art  gone,  with  thy  sceptre  of 
dread ! 
With  thy  brands  of  destruction,  and  wains  of  the  dead ! 
With  thy  rolls  and  thy  registers,  bloated  with  woe, 
And  thy  millions  of  souls  to  the  mansions  below. 
At  the  fall  of  thy  bier  shall  Time's  sepulchre  sigh, 
And  thy  winding-sheet  all  the  lone  dwellings  shall  dye ! 
Oh,  well  o'er  the  shoreless  abyss  may  est  thou  shiver — 
Down,  down  to  the  centre,  for  ever  and  ever ! 


These  strains  were  at  midnight  heard  floating  in  air, 
There  are  spirits  abroad,  let  the  traveller  beware ! 
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MORNING. 


WAKEN,  drowsy  slumberer,  waken ! 
Over  gorse,  green  broom,  and  braken, 
From  her  sieve  of  silken  blue 
Dawning  sifts  her  silver  dew, 
Hangs  the  emerald  on  the  willow, 
Lights  her  lamp  below  the  billow ; 
Bends  the  brier  and  branchy  braken — 
Waken,  drowsy  slumberer,  waken ! 

Waken,  drowsy  slumberer,  waken ! 
Deep  the  moon  her  draught  has  taken 
Of  the  babbling  rivulet  sheen, 
Far  beyond  the  Ochel  green ; 
From  her  gauzy  veil  on  high 
Trills  the  laverock's  melody ; 
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Round  and  round,  from  glen  and  grove, 
Pour  a  thousand  hymns  to  love ; 
Harps  the  quail  amid  the  clover, 
O'er  the  moon-fern  whews  the  plover ; 
Bat  has  hid,  and  heath-cock  crowed, 
Courser  neighed,  and  cattle  lowed, 
Kid  and  lamb  their  lair  forsaken ; — 
Waken,  drowsy  slumberer,  waken ! 

See  how  light  the  wood-fly  dances, 
Swifter  still  the  dawn  advances ; 
Streaming  in  her  eagle  talon 
Waves  her  bright  and  broad  gonfalon ; 
Specks  of  purple,  sprigs  of  yellow, 
Roof  her  radiant  light  umbrella ; 
Pretty  limner !  see  her  hue 
Painted  on  the  amber  dew, 
On  the  leaf  of  beech  and  willow, 
On  the  lake  and  sleepy  billow ; — 
Rouse  thee,  slumberer,  from  thy  pillow ! 
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Human  life  is  but  a  day ; 
Gay  its  morn,  but  short  as  gay ! 
Day  of  evil—day  of  sorrow ! 
Hope — even  hope  can  paint  no  morrow. 
Steeped  in  sloth  or  passions  boiling, 
Noon  shall  find  thee  faint  and  toiling : 
Evening  rears  her  mantle  dreary ; 
Evening  finds  thee  pale  and  weary. 
Prospects  blasted, — aims  misguided, — 
For  the  future  ill  provided, — 
Murmuring,  worn,  enfeebled,  shaking, — 
Days  of  sorrow,  nights  of  waking, — 
Yield  thy  soul  unto  the  Giver, 
Bow  thy  head  and  sleep  for  ever ! 
Rise,  O  rise,  to  work  betake  thee ! 
Wake  thee,  drowsy  slumberer,  wake  thee ! 
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FRAGMENT. 


Lord  Huntly's  sheets  were  like  the  milk, 

His  couch  was  down,  his  curtains  silk ; 

Wrought  on  his  gilded  canopy 

Were  wolf,  and  hound,  and  fleur-de-lis ; 

By  him  the  loveliest  lady  lay 

E'er  hunted  deer  on  bank  of  Spey  : — 

Nor  bed  of  down,  nor  lady  kind, 

Brought  peace  or  bliss  to  Huntly's  mind. 


Unearthly  moans  his  ears  assail ; 
He  heard  a  suffering  infant  wail ! — 
The  watch-dog  howling  to  the  gale, 
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The  thunder's  burst,  the  rattling  hail, 
The  river  roaring  down  the  dale, 
All  nature  seemed  at  enmity  ! 

Why  foamed  that  flood  from  shore  to  shore  ? 
Why  did  the  volleying  thunder  roar, 
Fierce  lightnings  rend  the  rocking  tower, 
And  crested  clouds  incumbent  lower 
In  dark  and  dread  condensity  ? 
Ah,  heaven ! — that  lady  by  his  side — 
That  lady  was  not  Huntly's  bride ! 

When  rose  the  morning  clear  and  fair, 
Why  did  the  frighted  menials  stare, 
Each  knight  and  squire  his  weapon  bare, 
And  maidens  rend  their  flowing  hair  ? 
What  ? — neither  lord  nor  lady  there  ! 

Why  o'er  yon  thicket's  dusky  ring, 
Where  sullen  sloes  and  brambles  cling, 
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Does  the  dark  raven  veering  hing, 
And  mountain  eagle  flap  her  wing  ? 

Ah,  horror  to  the  searching  eye ! 
What  are  those  mangled  fragments  by, 
All  scattered,  rent,  and  red  that  lie  ? 
Are  these  the  limbs  of  prowling  thief, 
Of  reaver  stern,  or  robber  chief? 
No,  all  that  now  remains  they  see 
Of  Huntly,  flower  of  chivalry  ! 
For,  sooth,  the  beauty  by  his  side 
No  lady  was,  nor  Huntly Js  bride. 
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THE  FALL  OF  THE  LEAF. 

The  flush  of  the  landscape  is  o'er, 
The  brown  leaves  are  shed  on  the  way, 

The  dye  of  the  lone  mountain  flower 
Is  grown  wan,  and  betokens  decay ! 

The  Spring  in  our  valleys  is  born, 
Like  the  bud  that  it  fostered,  to  die  ; 

Like  the  transient  dews  of  the  morn, 
Or  the  vapour  that  melts  in  the  sky. 

Thus  youth,  with  its  visions  so  gay, 
Departs  like  a  dream  of  the  mind ; 

To  pleasure  and  passion  a  prey, 
It  often  leaves  sorrow  behind. — 
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Its  virtues  too  buoyant  to  grow, 

Its  follies  too  latent  to  die  ; 
We  shall  reap  of  the  seeds  we  then  sow, 

When  the  stars  have  dissolved  in  the  sky. 

Our  Summer  now  flits  o'er  the  main, 
And  leaves  but  her  mantle  behind ; 

Short  time  will  that  mantle  remain 
Expelled  by  the  chill  winter  wind ! 

All  silent  the  song  of  the  thrush  ; 

Bewildered  she  cowers  in  the  dale ; 
The  black-bird  sits  sad  on  the  bush ; — 

The  fall  of  the  leaf  they  bewail. 

Thus  I  may  sit  silent  and  sigh ; 

Before  me  the  cold  lonely  urn  ; 
My  youth  and  my  prime  are  gone  by, 

And,  alas !  they  can  never  return. 
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All  nature  thus  tends  to  decays 

And  to  drop  as  the  leaves  from  the  tree ; 

And  man — just  the  flower  of  a  day, 
How  long,  long  his  winter  will  be  ! 

But  the  grain,  late  adorning  the  field, 
With  its  soft  heaving  billows  so  pale, 

More  gain  to  its  owner  will  yield, 

Than  if  still  waving  sweet  in  the  vale  : 

So  the  breast  where  firm  virtue  and  reason 
Could  every  wild  passion  subdue ; 

The  fall  of  his  leaf  is  a  season 

That  man  may  with  pleasure  review. 

At  suffering  he  will  not  despond, 
Nor  at  death  when  his  sorrows  shall  cease, 

While  hope  points  his  eye  far  beyond 
To  a  mansion  of  virtue  and  peace. 

VOL.  IV.  M 
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Eternity's  streamers  unfurled, 

Time's  tear  o'er  his  tottering  throne, 

The  last  rending  crash  of  the  world, 
The  sky  with  its  orbs  overthrown, 

He  will  view  with  a  soul  all  serene  ; 

And  will  welcome  the  dawn  of  the  day 
Which  in  glory  shall  open  a  scene 

Of  perfection  that  cannot  decay.     - 
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REGRET. 


WHAT  makes  that  lulling  brook  complain, 
While  softly  round  the  valley  sweeping ; 

What  makes  the  blackbird's  morning  strain 
Sound  like  the  voice  of  woe  and  weeping  ? 

Alas !  I  fear  the  sylvan  bower 

Has  lost  its  sweets  of  morn  and  even, 

Since  I  have  flung  the  sweetest  flower, 
That  ever  breathed  the  breeze  of  heaven. 

Sing  on,  thou  bonny  bird  of  Spring  ! 

Thy  little  heart  with  lbve  is  heaving ; 
Far  hast  thou  wandered  on  the  wing, 

But  not  thy  love  behind  thee  leaving : 
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But  I  have  left  my  native  glade, 

The  silent  bower,  and  scented  blossom ! 

And  I  have  left  the  sweetest  maid, 
That  ever  heaved  a  snowy  bosom ! 

I  saw  the  round,  the  crystal  tear, 

How  could  my  stern  reproach  abuse  her ! 

I  loved  her — yes — I  loved  her  dear — 
How  could  my  jealous  mind  accuse  her ! 

How  often  from  the  evening  fall 

I've  wooed  her  fondly  till  the  morrow ; 

She  gave  her  heart — it  was  her  all, — 
And  yet  I  left  that  heart  to  sorrow. 

Sing  on,  thou  bonny  bird  of  morn, 

Above  the  broom-Wood  waving  yellow ; 

Thy  love  sits  listening  in  the  thorn 
Delighted  with  thy  music  mellow. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.  269 

Thou  call'st  the  red  sun  from  the  sea ; 

He  hastes  above  the  wave  to  hear  thee ; 
The  evening  star  steals  o'er  the  tree, 

With  simple  ray  of  love  to  cheer  thee. 

Long  may  thy  melody  renew 

The  fondest  hope  of  faithful  lover; 

And  morning  weave  her  mantle  blue 
Thy  dwelling  in  the  greenwood  over. 

Her  silver  sleys  of  fairy  weft 

Of  former  joys  alone  remind  me ; 

My  bliss  is  fled  since  I  have  left 

My  dear,  my  injured  maid  behind  me. 
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THE  ADMONITION. 

AlJLD  Geordie  sat  beside  a  boards 
Wf  routh  o'  hamely  meltith  stored, 
Threw  afF  his  hat,  composed  his  face, 
An'  just  was  thinking  owre  the  grace, 
When  ae  wee  say  that  chanced  to  pass, 
'Tween  his  auld  wife  an'  only  lass, 
At  aince  pu'ed  Geordie's  mind  away 
To  something  he  wished  Iang  to  say. 

He  turned,  an'  wi'  a  fervent  air, 
That  weel  bespak  a  parent's  care, 
Soft  yet  severe,  though  kind  yet  keen, 
He  thus  addressed  his  darling  Jean ; 
His  wife  close  by  his  elbow  staid, 
Assenting  weel  to  a'  he  said. 
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"  Ah,  lassie ;  thou  art  a'  we  hae, 
For  Heaven  has  left  us  now  nae  raae ; 
Thy  ilka  faut  we  grieve  to  see, 
For  a'  our  care  on  earth's  for  thee ; 
If  ye  but  kend  by  night  an'  day 
How  for  thy  guid  we  wish  an*  pray, — 
How  sair  owre  thee  our  bosoms  yearn, 
Jean,  ye  wad  be  a  mindfu'  bairn. 

16  I've  lately  seen,  an'  grieved  to  see, 
Your  frequent  rambles  owre  the  lea, 
When  gloaming  draws  her  fairy  screen 
Around  the  walks  an'  woodlands  green  ; 
When  music  melts  in  ilka  grove, 
An'  ilka  note's  a  note  of  love : 
What  gars  ye  dander  out  your  lane, 
In  wrapper  braw  an'  tippet  clean, 
Your  hair  kaimed  up  sae  dink  to  see, 
An'  gowden  curls  aboon  your  bree  ? 
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Ah,  Jean, — beware,  my  bonnie  bairn, 
The  book  o'  virtue's  hard  to  learn  ! 
The  pleasant  way  aft  leads  to  death, 
The  adder  lurks  in  flowery  path : 
Ye  needna  lie — ye  gang,  I  ken, 
To  meet  young  Jamie  o'  the  glen ; 
Ye  maunna  do't — I  trow  fu'  weel 
Your  virtue  fair,  your  bosom  leal ; 
But  that's  no  a' — by  night  an'  day 
Keep  out  o'  sin  an'  danger's  way. 

"  O  think  if  sic  a  thing  should  be 
As  that  these  walks  by  greenwood  tree. 
These  nightly  danderings  by  the  river, 
Should  gar  us  lose  our  bairn  for  ever ! 

"  Thy  health  is  high,  thy  blossom  fair, 
Thy  spirits  dance  as  light  as  air  ; 
Yet,  trust  me,  Jean,  thou'rt  lightly  poising 
Between  the  winning  an'  the  losing  ; 
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On  youthfu'  passion's  firm  controul 
Depends  thy  fair  immortal  soul. 

"  Be  guid,  my  bairn ;  ye  eanna  be 
For  aye  aneath  a  parent's  ee ; 
But  mind  there's  ane  will  aye  be  near  thee, 
Will  ever  see,  will  ever  hear  thee, 
An'  if  thou'rt  guid  he'll  be  thy  friend, 
An'  make  thee  happy  i'  the  end." 

Young  Jeanie's  heart  was  soft  an'  kind, 
A  tender  thought  shot  through  her  mind ; 
It  came  unsought — an'  came  again — 
'Twas  about  Jamie  o'  the  glen : 
But  she  was  guid  as  she  was  fair, 
An'  i'  the  gloaming  walked  nae  mair. 
m  3 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  LIVING  CHARACTER. 

WARRIOR,  when  the  battle's  o'er ; 
Tumult,  terror,  groaning,  yelling, 
Come  and  wipe  thy  red  claymore, 

O'er  this  low  and  lonely  dwelling ! 
Weep  the  prince  of  prank  and  pother, 
Warrior,  weep  a  fallen  brother ! 

When  the  midnight  revel's  done, 

Lasses  sleeping,  alleys  quiet, 
Come  and  fire  one  rousing  gun 

O'er  this  king  of  rout  and  riot. 
Silent  now  the  tale  of  wonder, 
Song  of  mirth,  and  rap  of  thunder. 
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Little  he  for  fighting  cared, 

Hurt  or  harm  he  wished  to  no  man; 

Face  of  man  he  little  feared, 
Less  the  face  of  lovely  woman  ; 

Left,  for  brethren  dry  and  hearty, 

Deeds  of  death  to  Bonaparte. 

Warrior,  dry  the  falling  tear, 

What  can  from  the  dust  recover  ? 
Cold  the  heart  lies  crumbling  here, 

All  his  fun  and  freaks  are  over ; 
Like  the  foam-bell  on  the  river, 
They  are  gone — and  gone  for  ever  !    - 
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STANZAS 


Recited  in  a  party  of  Social  Friends,  met  in  honour  of  the  entry  into 
Paris  by  the  Allies, — 1814. 

Now,  Britain,  let  thy  cliffs  o'  snaw 
Look  prouder  o'er  the  merled  main, 

The  Bastard  Eagle  bears  awa', 
An*  ne'er  will  ee  thy  shores  again. 

Come,  bang  thy  banners  to  the  wain, — 
The  struggle's  past,  the  prize  is  won  : — 

Weel  may  thy  lion  shake  his  mane, 
And  turn  his  grey  beard  to  the  sun ! 

Oft  hae  I  bragged  o'  thine  and  thee, 
Even  when  thy  back  was  at  the  wa'; 

Now  thou  my  proudest  sang  shalt  be 
As  lang  as  I  hae  breath  to  draw. 
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Where  now  the  cuifs  who  boded  wae, 
And  cauldness  o'er  thy  efforts  threw  ? 

And  where  the  proudest,  fellest  fae, 
Frae  hell's  black  porch  that  ever  flew  ? 

Here's  to  the  hands  sae  lang  upbore 

The  Rose  and  Shamrock  blooming  still ; — 

An'  here's — the  burly  plant  of  yore, 
The  Thistle  of  the  Norlan'  hill. 

Lang  may  auld  Britain's  banners  pale 

Stream  o'er  the  seas  her  might  has  won  ; — 

Lang  may  her  lions  paw  the  gale, 
And  turn  their  dewlaps  to  the  sun  ! 
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ELEGY  ON  LADY  ROSSLYN. 

Why  sleeps  the  dew  on  that  new  grave, 
Though  all  around  is  parched  and  dry  ? 

While  bending  boughs  incumbent  wave 
To  shield  it  from  the  burning  sky  ? 

That  crystal  drop  that  stands  so  clear, 
Within  the  dew-cup's  silken  eye, 

Is  pitying  nature's  holy  tear, 

Shed  o'er  her  flower  laid  low  to  lie. 

Here  lies,  within  a  chilly  shroud, 
The  fairest  of  her  works  below  ; 

Her  eye,  the  eagle's  in  the  cloud, 

Her  cheek  the  rose,  her  brow  the  snow. 
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The  smile  that  lightened  in  her  face 
Was  sweet  as  morning's  dawn  to  see  ; 

Her  melting  tones  of  love  and  grace 
Were  music  by  the  greenwood  tree. 

The  tear  of  pity  in  her  eye 

Was  brighter  than  that  dew-drop  sheen  : 
Soft  as  the  morning  breeze  her  sigh, 

That  breathes  among  the  birches  green. 

I've  seen  her  seek  the  blue  hare-bell, 
That  bends  above  the  silver  spring  ; 

Or  brush  the  heath-flower  from  the  fell, 
With  foot  as  light  as  fairy's  wing : 

Or  resting  in  the  broom-wood  dale, 
Her  soul  on  fancy's  pinions  borne,     . 

In  vision  rapt,  the  welkin  sail 

Throned  on  the  star  that  leads  the  morn. 
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Now  mouldering  in  the  earth  so  cold, 
This  lovely  flower  must  quite  decay, 

That  form  of  beauty's  fairest  mould 
Become  a  mass  of  livid  clay ! 

Yet,  though  I  weep  her  early  doom, 
Her  beauty,  worth,  for  ever  gone, 

See  o'er  that  breast  the  daisy  bloom 
Where  virtue  fixed  her  diamond  throne ; 

The  vital  spark  of  heavenly  fire 

That  warmed  it  once  shall  ever  burn, 

And  wake  a  seraph's  golden  lyre, 
O'er  fading  nature's  awful  urn. 
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THE  GIPSIES. 


Hast  thou  not  noted  on  the  bye-way  side, 

Where  England's  loanings  stretch  unsoiled  and  wide, 

Or  by  the  brook  that  through  the  valley  pours, 

Where  mimic  waves  play  lightly  through  the  flowers, 

A  noisy  crew,  far  straggling  in  the  glade, 

Busied  with  trifles  or  in  slumber  laid, 

Their  children  lolling  round  them  on  the  grass, 

Or  pestering  with  their  sports  the  patient  ass  ? 

The  wrinkled  grandam  there  you  may  espy, 
The  ripe  young  maiden  with  the  glossy  eye, 
Men  in  their  prime— the  striplings  dark  and  dun, 
Scathed  by  the  storms  and  freckled  by  the  sun : 
O  mark  them  well !  when  next  the  group  you  see 
In  vacant  barn,  or  resting  on  the  lea. 
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They  are  the  remnant  of  a  race  of  old — 
Spare  not  the  trifle  for  your  fortune  told ! 
For  there  shalt  thou  behold  with  nature  blent 
A  tint  of  mind  in  every  lineament, 
A  mould  of  soul  distinct,  but  hard  to  trace, 
Unknown  except  to  Israel's  wandering  race ; 
For  thence,  as  sages  say,  their  line  they  drew — 
O,  mark  them  well  I  the  tales  of  old  are  true, 

Tis  told  that  once  in  ages  long  gone  by, 
When  Christian  zeal  ran  to  extremity, 
When  Europe,  like  a  flood  no  might  could  stem, 
Poured  forth  her  millions  on  Jerusalem, 
One  roaming  tribe  of  Araby  they  won, 
Bent  on  the  spoil,  and  foray  just  begun ; 
Great  was  their  value — every  path  they  knew, 
Where  sprung  the  fountain,  where  the  forage  grew, 
And  better  wist  than  all  the  Christian  men 
How  to  mislead  and  vex  the  Saracen. 
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But  when  the  nations  by  experience  knew 
Their  folly,  and  from  eastern  realms  withdrew, 
The  alien  tribe  durst  not  remain  behind, 
Empires  and  hordes  against  them  were  combined. 
Thither  they  came. — But  still  the  word  of  Heaven 
Steadfast  remains  to  ancient  Abram  given, — 
"  Wild  shall  they  be  mid  nations  from  their  birth, 
All  hands  against  them — theirs  against  all  earth." 
Thus  still  they  wander  unrestrained  and  free 
As  erst  their  fathers  did  in  Araby, 
Peopled  or  not — it  is  the  same, — they  view 
The  earth  as  their  unalienable  due, 
And  move  by  one  undeviating  plan 
To  take  whate'er  they  may — protect  who  can. 
Strange  are  their  annals — O,  regard  them  well ! 
For  thou  hast  much  to  hear  and  I  to  tell. 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  LIVING  CHARACTER. 

WHOSE  headstone  is  this,  that's  so  fretted  and  airy 
In  workmanship,  planned  by  the  wildest  vagary  ? 
There's  the  bolus,  the  pen,  and  the  emblem  of  happiness, 
With  Venus  and  Mars  and  the  sage  Esculapius ; 
Fine  gardens  on  arches  !  whose  shades  I  remember 
The  picture  of  May,  and  the  bust  of  November. 
And  yonder's  an  ox  ;  faith  I  almost  could  wager 
'Tis  the  great  king  of  Babylon,  Nebuchadnezzar. 
If  you'll  lend  me  a  prop  with  your  hand  or  your  head, 

I  shall 
Read  you  the  epitaph  up  from  the  pedestal. 

"  O  passenger,  pause  o'er  these  sacred  receptacles  ! 
And  read  whom  they  hold,  though  you  put  on  your 
spectacles : 
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Remember  in  season  your  God  and  your  duty, 
Else  vain  is  your  knowledge,  your  riches  or  beauty ; 
If  these  had  as  guards  stood  this  chilly  abode  upon, 
Never  had  these  two  lain  here  to  be  trod  upon. 

"  Here,  next  to  the  sun,  lies  as  bold  and  as  rich  a  man, 
Ah,  no,  but  the  ashes  of  one  that  was  such  a  man ! 
Of  spirit  decisive,  of  genius  undoubted  ; 
And  as  for  his  learning  it  ne'er  was  disputed. 
The  fire  of  the  sky  and  the  ray  of  simplicity 
Were  both  led  in  train  by  a  proud  eccentricity : 
Yet  now  when  he's  gone  you  may  safely  aver  it, 
His  countrymen  knew  not  one  half  of  his  merit. 

11  And  here  by  his  side  lies  a  sweet  lovely  creature, 
A  dew-sprinkled  rose  in  the  garden  of  nature  ! 
Who  blossomed  and  smiled  in  the  richest  maturity, 
Then  died  as  she  lived,  in  submission  and  purity ! 
Yes,  both  are  laid  low  here,  as  sure  as  you'd  seen  it, 
And  no  man  is  sure  of  his  life  for  a  minute. 
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(t  Go  home  to  your  book  or  your  business,  and  when 
ye  go, 
Turn  not  aside  to  the  tavern  or  bagnio  ; 
But  hold  on  your  way  with  a  firm  resolution, 
A  day  is  approaching  of  fair  retribution  ; 
And  when  to  the  tomb  they  your  carcass  deliver, 
For  good  or  for  evil,  ye're  settled  for  ever  !" 
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ON  THE  LIFTING  OF  THE  BANNER  OF  BUCCLEUCH, 

At  the  great  Foot-Ball  Match  on  Carterhaugh,  Dec,  5.  1815. 

And  hast  thou  here,  like  hermit  grey, 

Thy  mystic  characters  unrolled 
O'er  peaceful  revellers  to  play, 

Thou  emblem  of  the  days  of  old? 
Or  comest  thou  with  the  veteran's  smile, 

Who  deems  his  day  of  conquest  fled, 
Yet  loves  to  view  the  bloodless  toil 

Of  sons  whose  sires  he  often  led  ? 

Not  such  thy  peaceable  intent, 

When,  over  Border  waste  and  wood, 

On  foray  and  achievement  bent 
Like  eagle  on  the  path  of  blood. 
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Symbol  to  ancient  valour  dear, 

Much  has  been  dared  and  done  for  thee  ;- 
I  almost  weep  to  see  thee  here, 

And  deem  thee  raised  in  mockery. 

But  no — familiar  to  the  brave, 

'Twas  thine  thy  gleaming  moon  and  star 
Above  their  manly  sports  to  wave 

As  free  as  in  the  field  of  war : 
To  thee  the  faithful  clansman's  shout 

In  revel  as  in  rage  was  dear ; — 
The  more  beloved  in  festal  rout, 

The  better  fenced  when  foes  were  near. 

I  love  thee  for  the  olden  day, 

The  iron  age  of  hardihood, — 
The  rather  that  thou  led'st  the  way 

To  peace  and  joy  through  paths  of  blood  : 
For  were  it  not  the  deeds  of  weir, 

When  thou  wert  foremost  in  the  fray, 
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We  had  not  been  assembled  here, 
Rejoicing  in  a  Father's  sway. 

And  even  the  days  ourselves  have  known 

Alike  the  moral  truth  impress, — 
Valour  and  constancy  alone 

Can  purchase  peace  and  happiness. 
Then  hail,  Memorial  of  the  brave, 

The  Liegeman's  pride,  the  Border's  awe ! 
May  thy  grey  pennon  never  wave 

On  sterner  field  than  Carterhaugh ! 


VOL,  IV.  N 
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LOVE. 


Can  I  forget  a  time  of  generous  bliss, 
Of  trembling  hope  and  boundless  happiness, 
When  neither  self  nor  sorrow  durst  assail  ? 
That  day  I'll  sing  till  my  remembrance  fail ! 

When  Winter's  stern  and  sullen  reign  was  o'er, 
And  the  slow  wave  fell  lighter  on  the  shore ; 
When  spring-tide  lengthened  far  the  jocund  eve, 
And  the  red  sun  still  lingered  o'er  the  wave ; 
When  little  wild  birds  sought  the  forest  land, 
And  poured  their  lays  so  melting  and  so  bland, — 
All  grew  enchantment  to  my  youthful  view ; 
The  virgin's  cheek  turned  of  a  rosier  hue ; 
The  amber  clouds  that  hung  above  the  west, 
The  violet's  hue,  the  daisy's  snowy  vest, 
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All  wore  a  charm  mine  eye  had  never  viewed ! — 
What  could  it  mean  ?     Was  nature  all  renewed  ? 
I  saw  her  new  endearing  glories  well ; — 
I  looked,  and  sighed,  but  why  I  could  not  tell. 
Love !    What  had  love  to  do  with  earth  or  sky, 
Or  aught  beyond  a  maiden's  blithsome  eye  ? 
It  was  not  love,  that  I  was  free  to  say — 
Ah  me  !    Too  soon  she  proved  her  sovereign  sway ! 
'Twas  she  that  lent  the  beauties  to  the  scene, 
Painted  the  clouds,  and  bloomed  along  the  green, 
Cheered  every  gambol,  warbled  from  the  spray, 
And  called  the  soul's  young  visions  into  play. 

Celestial  love !  when  first  in  Eden's  bower 
The  dire  commotions  of  the  soul  had  power, 
When  angels  turned  the  pitying  eye  away 
From  Beauty's  fall,  and  nature's  first  decay; 
When  first  thy  balm  the  wounded  spirit  knew 
From  heaven  descending  downward  like  the  dew ; 
And  since  that  time,  if  aught  may  ease  the  smart 
Of  future  anguish  pillowed  on  the  heart, 
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It  is  the  transport  of  thy  blissful  hour, 

When  smiles  the  eye  of  beauty's  sweetest  flower. 

Oh,  when  two  hearts  in  each  fond  hope  combine, 

Who  would  at  the  award  of  heaven  repine ; 

Or  who  would  change  the  joys  his  soul  that  thrill, 

For  immortality  of  human  ill  ? 

Say  lives  there,  Earth,  upon  thy  teeming  breast, 
One  human  thing  so  sordid  and  unblest, 
As  ne'er  that  highest  boon  of  Heaven  to  know, 
The  source,  the  balm  of  mortal  life  below? 
Whose  heart  the  smiles  of  beauty  never  moved? 
Who  ne'er  as  husband,  nor  as  parent  loved  ? 
No  blessed  spirit  e'er  that  face  shall  greet, 
For  angel  fellowship  and  heaven  unmeet ! 

Gem  of  the  soul !  O  be  thy  treasures  mine  ! 
Thy  draughts  of  rapture  from  the  spring  divine ; 
The  half-assenting  lip,  averted  eye, 
And  moistened  glowing  cheek  on  mine  to  lie ; 
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The  cordial  link,  the  soul's  eternal  spring, 
Lightening  the  woes  that  round  our  nature  cling, 
Our  present  joys,  our  happiness  to  be 
In  earth  and  heaven,  must  emanate  from  thee. 

Thou  art  that  feeling  generous  and  refined, 
That  hallowed  scion  grafted  on  the  mind, 
That  in  its  blossom,  though  with  blush  repressed, 
Verges  to  beauty  or  congenial  breast ; 
But,  heaven-directed,  still  its  tendrils  spread 
Round  nature's  bourn,  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
Till  at  the  last,  the  sun  and  stars  above, 
'Tis  grafted  in  the  fields  of  light  and  love, 
In  that  blest  land  from  whence  its  being  came 
To  bloom  through  all  eternity  the  same. 
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THE  LADY'S  DREAM. 

Let  April  waft  her  breeze  of  life, 

And  sprinkle  far  her  fostering  dew, 
And  o'er  the  meadow's  velvet  breast 

Her  simple  gems  renew. 

Yes,  though  she  breathe  her  sweets  for  you 
All  o'er  the  lawn  and  verdant  vale, 

In  sympathy,  oh  !  stay  with  me, 
And  list  my  piteous  tale  ! 

I  wist  not  when  the  dawning  broke, 

Nor  when  the  sun  rose  bright  and  high  ; 

What  time  I  slept,  nor  when  I  woke, 
I  knew  not — no  not  I. 
I  dreamed  I  sat  on  my  love's  knee, 

I  leaned  my  head  upon  his  breast, 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.  295 

And  yet  I  wept — I  knew  not  why  ; 
But  oh,  my  heart  was  ill  at  rest ! 

I  felt  his  arms  around  me  prest ; 

His  vows  of  love  were  breathed  in  vain  : 
For  still  my  heart  with  sorrow  heaved — 

'Twas  like  to  break  in  twain  : 

The  tears  fell  from  my  eyes  like  rain ; 
He  did  not  chide  but  went  away ; 

A  glance  of  anger  in  his  eye 
Gleamed  like  the  meteor's  ray. 

I  could  not  hold,  nor  bid  him  stay, 

Such  were  the  throes  my  bosom  wrung ; 
I  tried  to  follow,  but  my  limbs 

Were  powerless  as  my  tongue. 

I  sought  him  through  the  busy  throng, 
I  sought  him  through  the  weary  waste, 

Through  caves  of  death  and  dens  of  woe 
Deep  moaning  to  the  blast. 
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But  when  I  rose,  or  how  I  past 
That  dreary  day,  is  all  a  dream  ; 

His  form  alone  my  fancy  sought, 
My  feelings  still  the  same  : 
'Tis  said  1  often  called  his  name  ; 

But  when  they  named  my  bridal  day, 
I  wistful  looked,  and  raving  seemed,— 

My  thoughts  went  all  astray. 

No  more  the  bird  sings  from  the  spray, 

Or  summer  fans  her  flowers  for  me  ; 
The  sunbeams  all  unheeded  play, 

And  breezes  from  the  sea. 

Like  passing  hum  of  meadow  bee, 
Who  winds  his  little  aerial  horn  ; 

The  fairy  rainbow's  ample  bend, 
Or  dew-web  of  the  morn  ; 

So  fled  my  bliss  !  So  quick  were  shorn 
The  garlands  from  my  maiden  brow  ! 
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Sweet  ladies,  list  a  lady's  tale 

All  lone  and  hopeless  now ! 

The  evening  came  with  noise  and  show ; 
Mine  eye  sought  for  the  bridegroom  still — 

His  head  is  on  the  dripping  pew, 
His  heart  is  cold  and  chill ! 

A  corse  lies  in  the  cold  church-aisle, 

All  dripping  wet  with  ocean  brine, 
Whose  gentle  form  is  all  unknown 

Ladies,  that  youth  was  mine  ! 

That  youth  was  gentle,  fair,  and  kind  ; 
My  heart,  my  troth,  I  yielded  free  ; 

But,  ah !  his  own  hand  reft  his  life,-— 
His  soul  from  Heaven  and  me. 

His  bridal  bed  the  drumly  sea  ; 

His  revel-room  the  cheerless  tomb ; 
The  red  worm  sleeps  coiled  on  the  breast 

My  heart  chose  for  its  home. 
n3 
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No  sun  shall  ever  cheer  the  gloom 
That  broods  around  his  hopeless  urn  ; 

No  ray  of  grace  avert  his  doom, 
Nor  point  his  soul's  return. 

Then  can  ye  wonder  why  I  mourn, 

And  shun  the  day-light's  piercing  eye, 
Or  why  this  pallid  maiden  cheek 

Is  never,  never  dry  ? 

The  vernal  flowers  of  every  dye 
The  mollient  breezes  will  renew  ; 

But  mine  for  evermore  shall  lie 
Unmoved  by  winds  or  dew. 

And  when  yon  sky's  ethereal  blue 
Shall  vanish  like  its  slightest  dye — 

When  all  this  green  and  solid  globe 
One  mouldering  heap  shall  lie ; 
Then  where  shall  I  my  love  descry, 

Where  hope  his  face  to  see  again  ? 
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Oh !  can  ye  wonder  I  should  weep, 
Ye  ladies  of  the  plain  ? 

Yet,  oh !  let  pity's  gentle  sigh 
Spontaneous  from  your  bosoms  steal ; 

The  dew  of  beauty's  beaming  eye 
A  maiden's  bleeding  heart  may  heal. 
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A  LAST  ADIEU. 

ADIEU,  my  loved  parent,  the  trial  is  o'er, 
The  veil  o'er  thy  couch  of  forgetfulness  spread  ; 

Thy  kind  heart  shall  grieve  for  my  follies  no  more, 
Nor  the  suppliant  tear  for  thy  wanderer  be  shed. 

Long  over  thy  head  has  the  tempest  blown  fell, 
But  riches,  unknown,  were  unvalued  by  thee  ; 

In  the  wild  wast  thou  born,  in  the  wild  didst  thou  dwell, 
The  pupil  of  Nature,  benevolent  and  free. 

And  never,  in  all  her  uncultured  domain, 
Was  nourished  a  spirit  more  genial  and  kind ; 

Chill  poverty  could  not  thy  ardour  restrain, 
Nor  cloud  thy  gay  smile,  or  the  glow  of  thy  mind. 
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When  winter- wreaths  lay  round  our  cottage  so  small, 
When  fancy  was  ardent,  and  feeling  was  strong  ; 

0  how  I  would  long  for  the  gloaming  to  fall, 
To  sit  by  thy  knee  and  attend  to  thy  song ! 

The  song  of  the  field  where  the  warrior  bled  ; 

The  garland  of  blossom  dishonoured  too  soon  ; 
The  elves  of  the  greenwood,  the  ghosts  of  the  dead, 

And  fairies  that  journeyed  by  light  of  the  moon. 

1  loved  thee,  my  parent — my  highest  desire 

Was  'neath  independence  to  shield  thy  grey  head, 
But  fortune  denied  it — extinguished  the  fire— 
And,  now  thou  art  gone,  my  ambition  is  fled. 

I  loved  thee,  and  now  thou  art  laid  in  thy  grave, 
Thy  memory  I'll  cherish,  while  memory  is  mine  ; 

And  the  boon  that  my  tongue  aye  from  Heaven  shall  crave 
Shall  be  the  last  blessing  that  hung  upon  thine.    - 
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Though  over  thy  ashes  no  tombstone  is  seen, 
The  place  shall  be  hallowed  when  ages  are  past ; 

No  monument  tells  'mid  the  wilderness  green, 

Where  the  Minstreless  lies  of  the  Border  the  last : 

But  over  that  grave  will  the  lover  of  song, 

And  the  lover  of  goodness,  stand  silent  and  sigh  ; 

And  the  fays  of  the  wild  will  thy  requiem  prolong, 
And  shed  on  thy  coverlet  dews  of  the  sky. 

And  there  from  the  rue  and  the  rose's  perfume, 
His  dew-web  of  dawn  shall  the  gossamer  won ; 

And  there  shall  the  daisy  and  violet  bloom, 
And  I'll  water  them  all  with  the  tears  of  a  son. 

Adieu,  my  loved  parent !  the  trial  is  past — 
Again  thy  loved  bosom  my  dwelling  may  be ; 

And  long  as  the  name  of  thy  darling  shall  last, 
All  due  be  the  song  and  the  honour  to  thee ! 
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LOCK  THE  DOOR,  LARISTON. 

"  LOCK  the  door,  Lariston,  lion  of  Liddisdale  ; 
Lock  the  door,  Lariston,  Lowther  comes  on ; 

The  Armstrongs  are  flying, 

The  widows  are  crying, 
The  Castleton's  burning,  and  Oliver's  gone ! 

11  Lock  the  door,  Lariston, — high  on  the  weather-gleam 
See  how  the  Saxon  plumes  bob  on  the  sky — 

Yeoman  and  carbinier, 

Bilman  and  halberdier, 
Fierce  is  the  foray,  and  far  is  the  cry ! 
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"  Bewcastle  brandishes  high  his  proud  scimitar ; 
Ridley  is  riding  his  fleet-footed  grey; 

Hidley  and  Howard  there, 

Wandale  and  Windermere ; 
Lock  the  door,  Lariston ;  hold  them  at  bay. 

"  Why  dost  thou  smile,  noble  Elliot  of  Lariston  ? 
Why  does  the  joy-candle  gleam  in  thine  eye  ? 

Thou  bold  Border  ranger, 

Beware  of  thy  danger ; 
Thy  foes  are  relentless,  determined,  and  nigh." 

"  Little  knowest  thou  of  the  hearts  I  have  hidden  here ; 
Little  knowest  thou  of  our  moss-troopers'  might — 

Linhope  and  Sorbie  true, 

Sundhope  and  Milburn  too ; 
Gentle  in  manner,  but  lions  in  fight ! 

"  I  have  Mangerton,  Ogilvie,  Raeburn  and  Netherbie, 
Old  Sim  of  Whitram,  and  all  his  array ; 
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Come  all  Northumberland, 
Teesdale  and  Cumberland, 
Here  at  the  Breaken  tower  end  shall  the  fray !" 

Scowled  the  broad  sun  o'er  the  links  of  green  Liddisdale, 
Red  as  the  beacon-light  tipped  he  the  wold ! 

Many  a  bold  martial  eye, 

Mirrored  the  mountain  sky, 
Never  more  oped  on  his  orbit  of  gold  ! 

Shrill  was  the  bugle's  note !  dreadful  the  warrior's  shout ! 

Lances  and  halberts  in  splinters  were  borne  ; 
Helmet  and  hauberk  then 
Braved  the  claymore  in  vain, 

Buckler  and  armlet  in  shivers  were  shorn. 

See  how  they  wane—the  proud  files  of  the  Windermere ! 

Howard  !  ah,  woe  to  thy  hopes  of  the  day ! 
Hear  the  wide  welkin  rend, 
While  the  Scots'  shouts  ascend — 

"  Elliot  of  Lariston,  Elliot  for  aye!" 
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II. 

THE  BITTERN'S  QUAVERING  TRUMP  ON  HIGH. 

J.HE  bittern's  quavering  trump  on  high, — 
The  beetle's  drowsy  distant  hum, — 

Have  sung  the  day's  wild  lullaby, 
And  yet  my  Peggie  is  not  come. 

The  golden  primrose  from  the  wood, 
The  scented  hawthorn's  snowy  flower, 

Mixed  with  the  laurel  buds,  I've  strewed 
Deep  in  my  Peggie's  woodland  bower. 

O  come,  my  love !  the  branches  link 
Above  our  bed  of  blossoms  new  ; 

The  stars  behind  their  curtains  wink 
To  spare  thine  eyes  so  soft  and  blue. 
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No  human  eye,  nor  heavenly  gem, 
With  envious  smile  our  bliss  shall  see, 

The  mountain  ash  his  diadem 
Shall  spread  to  shield  the  dews  from  thee. 

O  let  me  hear  thy  fairy  tread 

Come  gliding  through  the  broomwood  still ; 
Then  on  my  bosom  lean  thy  head, 

Till  dawning  crown  the  distant  hill. 

And  I  will  watch  thy  witching  smile, 
List  what  has  caused  thy  long  delay, 

And  kiss  thy  melting  lips  the  while, 
Till  die  the  sweet  reproof  away. 
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III. 

THE  BOWER  OF  TAY. 

Air — "  Maid  of  Isla" 

Wear  away,  ye  hues  of  spring, 

Ye  blooms  of  summer  fade  away, 
Round  the  welcome  season  bring 

That  leads  my  steps  to  Highland  Tay. 
Dear  to  me  the  day — the  hour, 

When  last  her  winding  wave  I  saw, 
But  dearer  still  the  bonnie  bower 

That  lies  aneath  yon  greenwood  shaw. 

Aye  we  sat,  and  aye  we  sighed, 
For  there  was  one  my  arms  within ; 
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Aye  the  restless  stream  we  eyed, 
And  heard  its  soft  and  soothing  din  : 

The  sun  had  sought  Glen-Lyon's  glade, 
Forth  peered  the  evening's  modest  gem ; 

And  every  little  cloud  that  strayed 
Looked  gaudy  in  its  gowden  hem. 

The  playful  breeze  across  the  plain 

Brought  far  the  wood-lark's  wooer  tale, 
And  gambolled  o'er  the  mellow  grain 

In  mimic  waves  adown  the  dale. 
I  saw  the  drops  of  dew  so  clear 

Upon  the  green  leaf  trembling  lie, 
And,  sweeter  far,  the  parting  tear 

That  played  within  a  lovely  eye. 

When  lovers  meet,  'tis  to  the  mind 

The  spring-flush  of  the  blooming  year ; 

But  oh,  their  parting  leaves  behind 
A  glow  to  memory  ever  dear. 
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Ettrick's  fairy  banks  are  green, 

And  Yarrow  braes  are  mooned  with  grey ; 
But  gloaming  fall  was  never  seen 

Like  that  I  viewed  in  bower  of  Tay. 
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IV. 

THE  LASSIE  OF  YARROW. 

"  What  makes  my  heart  beat  high. 
What  makes  me  heave  the  sigh, 
When  yon  green  den  I  spy, 

Lonely  and  narrow  ? 
Sure  on  yon  braken  lea 
Under  the  hawthorn  tree, 
Thou  hast  bewitched  me, 
Lassie  of  Yarrow !" 

"  Yon  braken  den  so  lone 

Rueful  I  ponder  on  ; 

Lad,  though  my  vow  ye  won, 

'Twas  to  deceive  thee. 
VOL.  iv.  o 
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Sore,  sore  I  rue  the  day 
When  in  your  arms  I  lay, 
And  swore  by  the  hawthorn  grey, 
Never  to  leave  thee." 

"  Mary,  thy  will  is  free  ; 
All  ray  fond  vows  to  thee 
Were  but  in  jest  and  glee ; 

Could'st  thou  believe  me  ? 
I  have  another  love 
Kind  as  the  woodland  dove ; 
False  to  that  maid  to  prove, 
O,  it  would  grieve  me !" 

Mary's  full  eye  so  blue, 
Mild  as  the  evening  dew, 
Quick  from  his  glance  withdrew, 
Soft  was  her  sighing ; 
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Keen  he  the  jest  renewed, 
Hard  for  his  freedom  sued ; 
When  her  sweet  face  he  viewed, 
Mary  was  crying. 

"  Cheer  thee,"  the  lover  said, 
"  Now  thy  sharp  scorn  repaid, 
Never  shall  other  maid 

Call  me  her  marrow. 
Far  sweeter  than  sun  or  sea, 
Or  aught  in  this  world  I  see, 
Is  thy  love-smile  to  me, 
Lassie  of  Yarrow  l" 
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THE  SOLDIER'S  WIDOW.* 

Air — "  The  Birks  of  Invermay." 

The  flag  waved  o'er  the  castle  wa', 

The  hind  came  lilting  o'er  the  lea, 
Loud  joy  rang  through  the  lighted  ha', 

An'  ilka  ane  was  blithe  but  me ; 

For,  ah !  my  heart  had  tint  its  glee, 
Although  the  wars  had  worn  away — 

The  breast,  that  used  my  stay  to  be, 
Was  lying  cauld  in  foreign  clay. 

I  lookit  east,  I  lookit  west, 

I  saw  the  darksome  coming  even; — 
The  wild  bird  had  its  cozie  nest, 

The  kid  was  to  the  hamlet  driven  : 

*   Sung  at  the  Institution  of  the  Caledonian  Asylum. 
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But  house  nor  hame  aneath  the  heaven, 
Except  the  skeuch  of  greenwood  tree, 

To  seek  a  shelter  in  was  given 
To  my  three  little  bairns  an*  me. 

I  had  a  prayer  I  cou'dna  say, 
I  had  a  vow  I  cou'dna  breathe, — 

For  aye  they  led  my  words  astray, 
An'  aye  they  were  connected  baith 
WT  ane  wha  now  was  cauld  in  death  ! 

I  lookit  round  wi'  watery  ee — 
Hope  wasna  there,  but  I  was  laith 

To  see  my  little  babies  dee. 

Just  as  the  breeze  the  aspen  stirred, 

And  bore  aslant  the  falling  dew, 
I  thought  I  heard  a  bonnie  bird 

Singing  amid  the  air  so  blue : 

It  was  a  lay  that  did  renew 
The  hope  deep  sunk  in  misery ; 
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It  was  of  ane  my  woes  that  knew, 
And  some  kind  hearts  that  cared  for  me. 

O,  sweet  as  breaks  the  rising  day, 
Or  sunbeam  through  the  wavy  rain, 

Fell  on  my  soul  the  cheering  lay — 
Was  it  an  angel  poured  the  strain  ? — 
Wha  kens  a  yearning  mother's  pain, 

Bent  o'er  the  child  upon  her  knee  ? 
O  mine  will  bless,  and  bless  again 

The  generous  hearts  that  cared  for  me. 

A  cot  was  reared  by  mercy's  hand 

Amid  the  Grampian  wilderness — 
It  rose  as  if  by  magic  wand, 

A  shelter  to  forlorn  distress  ! 

An'  weel  I  ken  that  Heaven  will  bless 
The  hearts  that  issued  the  decree — 

The  widow  and  the  fatherless 
Can  never  pray  an'  slighted  be. 
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VI. 

JOHN  OF  BRACKADALE. 

Air — "  Nuair  a  thig  an  Samhra." 

Came  ye  o'er  by  Morvich  ? 

Saw  ye  John  of  Brackadale  ? 
At  his  nose  a  siller  quaich, 
At  his  knee  a  water  pail ! 
Copper  nose  and  haffets  grey, 
Bald  head  and  bosom  hale, 
John  has  drunken  usquebae, 
Mair  than  a*  Loch  Brackadale ! 
Hey  John !  ho  John ! 

Hey  John  of  Brackadale ! 
Hey  John  !  ho  John  ! 

Waes  me  gin  ye  should  fail, 
Auld  John,  bauld  John, 
Brave  John  of  Brackadale ! 
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But  John  will  wear  away, 
And  the  weary  usquebae 
Will  grow  cheaper  by  a  third 
When  they  delve  him  in  the  yird ! 
Oh,  the  gay  hearts  at  Portree 
Will  lament  sair  for  thee ! 
And  I  mysel  raise  sic  a  wail 
A'  the  rocks  of  Sky  shall  peal  5 
Hey  John !  ho  John  !  &c. 
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VII. 

WHY  SHOULD  I  SIT  AN*  SIGH. 

Air — "  Cnochd  a  Bheanniehd." 

Why  should  I  sit  an'  sigh 

When  the  greenwood  blooms  sae  bonnie  ? 

Laverocks  sing,  flowerets  spring, 

A'  but  me  are  cheery. 
Ochon,  O  ri !  there's  something  wanting, 

Ochon,  O  ri!  I'm  weary! 
Nae  young,  blithe,  an'  bonnie  lad, 

Comes  o'er  the  knowe  to  cheer  me. 

Ochon,  O  ri !  there's  something  wanting,  &c. 

When  the  day  wears  away, 
Sair  I  look  adown  the  valley, 
o3 
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Ilka  sound  wi'  a  stound 

Sets  my  heart  a-thrilling : 
When  I  see  the  plover  rising, 

Or  the  curlew  wheeling, 
Then  I  trow  some  bonnie  lad 

Is  coming  to  my  sheiling. 

Ochon !  O  ri !  there's  something  wanting,  &c. 

Come  away,  come  away, 

Herd  or  hind,  or  boatman  laddie ; 

I  hae  cow,  kid  and  ewe, 

Gowd  and  gear  to  gain  thee  ! 
My  wee  cot  is  blessed  and  happy ; 

O  'tis  neat  and  cleanly  ! 
Sweet  the  brier  that  blooms  beside  it, 

Kind  the  heart  that's  lanely : 

Ochon !  O  ri !  there's  something  wanting,  &c. 
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VIII. 

THE  LAST  CRADLE  SONG. 

Air—"  My  Love's  shoulders  are  broad  and  square? 
A  Border  Melody. 

BAWLOO,  my  bonnie  baby,  bawlillilu, 

Light  be  thy  care  and  cumber ; 
Bawloo,  my  bonnie  baby,  bawlillilu, 

O  sweet  be  thy  sinless  slumber. 
Ere  thou  wert  born  my  youthful  heart 

Yearned  o'er  my  babe  with  sorrow ; 
Long  is  the  night-noon  that  we  must  part, 

But  bright  shall  arise  the  morrow. 

Bawloo,  my  bonnie  baby,  bawlillilu, 
Here  no  more  will  I  see  thee ; 

Bawloo,  my  bonnie  baby,  bawlillilu, 
O  sair  is  my  heart  to  lea'  thee. 
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But  far  within  yon  sky  so  blue, 
In  love  that  fail  shall  never, 

In  valleys  beyond  the  land  of  the  dew, 
I'll  sing  to  my  baby  for  ever. 
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IX. 

WHAT  GARS  THE  PARTING  DAY-BEAM  BLUSH. 

Air — •  Gae  fetch  to  me  a  pint  of  wine." 

What  gars  the  parting  day-beam  blush, 

An*  linger  owre  yon  summit  lowering  ? 
It  sees  me  in  the  greenwood  bush, 

Ahint  the  brier  an'  willow  cowering. 
The  gloaming  stam  keeks  owre  the  yoke, 

An*  strews  wi'  gowd  the  stream  sae  glassy ; 
The  raven  sleeps  aboon  the  rock, 

An'  I  wait  for  my  bonnie  lassie. 

Weel  may  I  tent  the  siller  dew, 

That  comes  at  e'en  sae  saftly  stealing  ; 

The  silken  hue,  the  bonnie  blue 
Of  nature's  rich  an'  radiant  ceiling ; 
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The  lily  lea,  the  vernal  tree ; 

The  night  breeze  owre  the  broom-wood  creeping ; 
The  fading  day,  the  milky  way, 

The  star-beam  on  the  water  sleeping : 

For  gin  my  Jeanie  war  but  here, 

My  flower  sae  lovely  an'  sae  loving, 
I'll  see  nought  but  her  een  sae  clear, 

I'll  hear  nought  but  her  accents  moving. 
Although  the  bat  wi'  velvet  wing 

Wheels  round  our  bed  sae  damp  an'  grassy, 
O,  I'll  be  happier  than  a  king, 

Locked  in  thy  arms,  my  bonnie  lassie ! 

Nae  art  hast  thou,  nae  pawkie  wile, 

The  rapid  flow  of  love  impelling ; 
But  O,  the  love  that  lights  thy  smile 

Wad  lure  an  angel  frae  his  dwelling ! 
Can  I — can  ane  o'  human  race 

E'er  wound  thy  peace,  or  evil  treat  thee  ? 
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For  sure  thy  bonnie  harmless  face 
Wad  melt  the  lion's  heart  to  pity. 

Alas !  that  love's  relucent  lowe 

A  bleered  regret  should  ever  sloken ! 
That  heavenly  gleed,  that  living  glow, 

Of  endless  happiness  the  token. 
I'll  fling  my  waes  upon  the  wind ; 

Ye  warldly  cares,  I'll  lightly  pass  ye ; 
Nae  thought  shall  waver  through  my  mind 

But  raptures  wi'  my  bonnie  lassie. 

This  primrose  bank  shall  be  our  bed, 

Our  canopy  the  waving  willow, 
This  breery  brake  shall  guard  our  head, 

Its  wild  rose  nodding  owre  our  pillow : 
Her  lips,  her  bosom,  pressed  to  mine ! 

Ah,  paradise,  it  must  surpass  ye  ! 
I'll  ask  nae  purer  joys  divine, 

Than  sic  a  bower,  an'  sic  a  lassie. 
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POOR  LITTLE  JESSIE. 

O  what  gart  me  greet  when  I  partit  wi'  Willie, 
While  at  his  guid  fortune  ilk  ane  was  sae  fain  ? 

The  neibours  upbraidit  an'  said  it  was  silly, 
When  I  was  sae  soon  to  see  Willie  again. 

He  gae  me  his  hand  as  we  gaed  to  the  river, 
For  O,  he  was  aye  a  kind  brother  to  me ; 

Right  sair  was  my  heart  frae  my  Willie  to  sever, 
An'  saut  was  the  dew-drop  that  smartit  my  ee. 

It  wasna  the  kiss  that  he  gae  me  at  parting, 

Nor  yet  the  kind  squeeze  that  he  gae  to  my  hand, 

It  wasna  the  tear  frae  his  blue  eye  was  starting, 
As  slaw  they  war  shoving  the  boat  frae  the  land : 
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The  tear  that  I  saw  owre  his  bonnie  cheek  straying, 
It  pleased  me  indeed,  but  it  doubled  my  pain ; 

For  something  within  me  was  constantly  saying, 
"  Ah,  Jessie,  ye'll  never  see  Willie  again  T 

The  bairn's  unco  wae  to  be  taen  frae  its  mother, 
The  linnet  laments  when  bereaved  o'  its  young, 

But  O,  to  be  reft  of  an  only  kind  brother — 
That  feeling  can  neither  be  paintit  nor  sung. 

I  dreamed  a'  the  night  that  my  Willie  was  wi*  me, 
Sae  kind  to  his  Jessie,  at  meeting  sae  fain, 

An'  just  at  the  dawning  a  friend  came  to  see  me, 
An'  telled  me  I  never  wad  see  him  again. 

I  hae  naebody  now  to  look  kind  an'  caress  me ; 

I  look  for  a  friend,  but  nae  friend  can  I  see ; 
I  dinna  ken  what's  to  become  o'  poor  Jessie, 

The  warld  has  little  mair  pleasure  for  me. 
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It's  lang  sin'  I  lost  baith  my  father  an'  mother, 
I'm  simple  an'  poor,  an'  forlorn  on  the  way ; 

I  had  ane  that  I  likit,  an  only  dear  brother, 
My  Willie — but  he's  lying  cauld  i'  the  clay. 
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XL 

AH,  PEGGIE,  SINCE  THOU'ltT  GANE  AWAY. 

Air — "  Royal  Highlanders'  March." 

Ah,  Peggie,  since  thou'rt  gane  away, 

An'  left  me  here  to  languish, 
I  canna  fend  anither  day 

In  sic  regretful'  anguish. 
My  mind's  the  aspen  i'  the  vale 

In  ceaseless  waving  motion  ; 
'Tis  like  a  ship  without  a  sail 

On  life's  unstable  ocean. 

I  downa  bide  to  see  the  moon 

Blink  owre  the  glen  sae  clearly ! — 

Aince  on  a  bonnie  face  she  shone, 
A  face  that  I  looed  dearly ! 
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An*  when  beside  yon  water  clear, 
At  e'en  I'm  lanely  roaming, 

I  sigh  an'  think  if  ane  was  here, 
How  sweet  wad  fa'  the  gloaming  1 

When  I  think  on  thy  cheerfu  smile, 

Thy  words  sae  free  an'  kindly, 
Thy  pawkie  ee's  bewitching  wile, 

The  unbidden  tear  will  blind  me. 
The  rose's  deepest  blushing  hue 

Thy  cheek  could  eithly  borrow, 
But  ae  kiss  o'  thy  cherry  mou' 

Was  worth  a  year  o'  sorrow. 

Oh !  in  the  slippery  paths  of  love, 
Let  prudence  aye  direct  thee  ; 

Let  virtue  every  step  approve, 
An'  virtue  will  respect  thee. 

To  ilka  pleasure,  ilka  pang, 
Alak  !  I  am  nae  stranger  ; 
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An'  he  wha  aince  has  wandered  wrang 
Is  best  aware  o'  danger. 

May  still  thy  heart  be  kind  an'  true, 

A'  ither  maids  excelling  ; 
May  heaven  distil  its  purest  dew 

Around  thy  rural  dwelling. 
May  flowerets  spring,  an'  wild  birds  sing 

Around  thee  late  an'  early  ; 
An'  oft  to  thy  remembrance  bring 

The  lad  that  looed  thee  dearly. 
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XII. 

THE  FLOWER. 

O  SOFTLY  blow,  thou  biting  blast, 
) 
O'er  Yarrow's  lonely  dale  ; 

And  spare  yon  bonny  tender  bud, 

Exposed  to  every  gale. 

Long  has  she  hung  her  drooping  head, 

Despairing  to  survive, 
But  transient  sunbeams  through  the  cloud 

Still  kept  my  flower  alive. 

One  sweetly  scented  summer  eve 

To  yonder  bower  I  strayed, 
While  little  birds  from  every  bough 

Their  music  wild  conveyed. 
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The  sunbeam  leaned  across  the  shower ; 

The  rainbow  girt  the  sky ; 
'Twas  then  I  saw  this  lovely  flower, 

And  wonder  filled  mine  eye. 

Her  border  was  the  purple  tint 

Stolen  from  the  rising  sun ; 
The  whitest  feather  from  the  swan 

Upon  her  breast  was  dun. 

The  dew-drops  glistening  on  her  face 

Shewed  all  was  pure  within  ; 
Her  placid  smile  of  love  and  grace 

Must  every  bosom  win. 

But  frost,  on  cold  misfortune's  wing, 

Hath  crushed  her  in  the  clay, 
And  ruthless  fate  hath  rudely  torn 

Each  kindred  branch  away. 
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That  wounded  bark  will  never  close, 
But  bleeding  still  remain  : 

How  can  ye  blow,  relentless  winds, 
And  nip  my  flower  again  ? 
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XIII. 

THE  MOON  WAS  A-WANING. 

I  HE  moon  was  a- waning, 

The  tempest  was  over, 
Fair  was  the  maiden, 

And  fond  was  the  lover ; 
But  the  snow  was  so  deep 

That  his  heart  it  grew  weary, 
And  he  sunk  down  to  sleep 

In  the  moorland  so  dreary. 

Soft  was  the  bed 

She  had  made  for  her  lover ; 
White  were  the  sheets, 

And  embroidered  the  cover. 
But  his  sheets  are  more  white, 

And  his  canopy  grander, 

VOL.  IV.  p 
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And  sounder  he  sleeps 

Where  the  hill-foxes  wander ! 

Alas,  pretty  maiden ! 

What  sorrows  attend  you  ! 
I  see  you  sit  shivering; 

With  lights  at  your  window : 
But  long  may  you  wait 

Ere  your  arms  shall  enclose  him, 
For  still,  still  he  lies, 

With  a  wreath  on  his  bosom ! 

How  painful  the  task 

The  sad  tidings  to  tell  you ! — 
An  orphan  you  were 

Ere  this  misery  befell  you. 
And  far  in  yon  wild, 

Where  the  dead  tapers  hover, 
So  cold,  cold  and  wan, 

Lies  the  corse  of  your  lover ! 
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XIV. 

LORD  EGLINTOUN'S  AULD  MAN. 

The  auld  guidman  cam  hame  at  night 

Sair  wearied  wi'  the  way ; 
His  looks  were  like  an  evening  bright, 

His  hair  was  siller  grey. 
He  spak  o'  days  lang  past  an  gane, 
When  life  beat  high  in  every  vein ; 
When  he  was  foremost  on  the  plain 

On  every  blithesome  day. 

u  Then  blithely  blushed  the  morning  dawn, 

An*  gay  the  gloaming  fell ; 
For  sweet  content  led  aye  the  van, 

An'  soothed  the  passions  well  s 
Till  wounded  by  a  gilded  dart, 
When  Jeanie's  een  subdued  my  heart, 
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I  cherished  aye  the  pleasing  smart — 
Mair  sweet  than  I  can  tell. 

"  We  had  our  griefs,  we  had  our  joys, 

In  life's  uneasy  way ; 
We  nourished  virtuous  girls  an'  boys, 

That  now  are  far  away ; 
An'  she,  my  best,  my  dearest  part, 
The  sharer  o'  ilk  joy  an'  smart, 
Each  wish  an'  weakness  o'  my  heart, 

Lies  mouldering  in  the  clay. 

11  The  life  o'  man's  a  winter  day, 
Look  back,  'tis  gone  as  soon ; 

But  yet  his  pleasures  halve  the  way, 
An'  fly  before  'tis  noon : 

But  conscious  virtue  still  maintains 

The  honest  heart  through  toils  an'  pains ; 

An'  hope  o'  better  days  remains, 
An'  hauds  the  heart  aboon." 
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XV. 


BONNIE  MARY. 


WHERE  Scaur  rins  wimpling  'mang  the  rocks, 

An'  wheels  an'  boils  in  mony  a  linn, 
.  A  blithe  young  shepherd  fed  his  flocks, 

Unused  to  guile,  to  strife,  or  din. 
But  love  its  silken  net  had  thrown 

Around  his  breast  so  brisk  an'  airy ; 
An*  his  tjlue  eyes  wi'  moisture  shone, 

As  thus  he  sung  of  bonnie  Mary. — 

"  When  owre  the  Lowther's  haughty  head 

The  morning  breaks  in  streaks  sae  bonnie, 
I  climb  thy  lonely  mountain's  side, 

For  quiet  rest  I  getna  ony. 
How  sweet  the  brow  on  yon  hill  cheek, 
Where  mony  a  weary  hour  I  tarry ; 
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For  there  I  see  the  twisted  reek 

Rise  frae  the  cot  where  dwells  my  Mary. 

"  When  Phoebus  mounts  frae  Crawford-muir, 

His  gowden  locks  a'  streaming  gaily ; 
When  morn  has  breathed  its  fragrance  pure, 

An'  life  an'  joy  ring  through  the  valley ; 
I  drive  my  flocks  to  yonder  brook, 

The  feeble  in  my  arms  I  carry, 
An'  every  lammie's  harmless  look 

Brings  to  my  mind  my  bonnie  Mary. 

"  Oft  has  the  lark  sung  owre  my  head, 

An'  shook  the  dew-draps  frae  her  wing ; 
Oft  hae  my  flocks  forgot  to  feed, 

An'  round  their  shepherd  formed  a  ring ! 
Their  looks  condole  the  lee-lang  day, 

While  mine  are  fixed  an'  canna  vary, 
Aye  turning  down  the  westlin  brae 

Where  dwells  my  loved,  my  bonnie  Mary. 
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M  When  gloaming  owre  the  welkin  steals, 

An'  haps  the  hills  in  solemn  grey, 
An'  bitterns  in  their  airy  wheels 

Amuse  the  wanderer  on  his  way ; 
Regardless  of  the  wind  and  rain, 

With  cautious  step  an'  prospect  wary, 
I  often  trace  the  lonely  glen, 

To  steal  a  sight  o'  bonnie  Mary. 

"  When  midnight  draws  her  curtain  deep,     , 

An'  lays  the  breeze  amang  the  bushes, 
An'  Scaur  wi'  mony  a  winding  sweep 

Owre  rocks  of  reddle  raves  an'  rushes ; 
Though  sunk  in  short  an'  restless  sleep, 

My  fancy  wings  her  flight  so  airy, 
To  where  sweet  guardian  spirits  keep 

Their  watch  around  the  couch  of  Mary. 

:c  The  exile  may  forget  his  home, 

Where  blooming  youth  to  manhood  grew ; 
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The  bee  forget  the  honey-comb, 
Nor  with  the  spring  his  toil  renew  : 

The  sun  may  lose  his  light  an'  heat ; 
The  planets  in  their  rounds  miscarry ; 

But  my  fond  heart  shall  cease  to  beat 
When  I  forget  my  bonnie  Mary." 
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XVI. 

BAULDY  FRAZER. 

Air—"  The  Whigs  of  Fife:' 

My  name  is  Bauldy  Frazer,  man ; 
I'm  puir,  an'  auld,  an'  pale,  an'  wan, 
I  brak  my  shin,  an'  tint  a  han', 

Upon  Culloden  lea,  man : 
Our  Highlan'  clans  were  pauld  and  stout, 
An'  thought  to  gie  te  loons  a  clout, 
An'  laith  were  they  to  turn  about, 

An'  owre  the  hills  to  flee,  man. 

But  sic  a  hurly-burly  raise,  ; 
Te  fery  lift  was  in  a  plaze, 
As  a'  te  teils  had  won  ter  ways, 
On  Highlandmen  to  flee,  man : 
p3 
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Te  cannon  an'  te  pluff  tragoon, 
Sae  proke  our  ranks,  and  pore  us  town, 
Her  nainsell  ne'er  cot  sic  a  stoun, 
Sin  she  was  porn  to  tee,  man. 

Pig  Satan  sent  te  plan  frae  hell, 
Or  pat  our  chiefs  peside  hersel, 
To  plant  her  in  te  open  fell, 

In  pase  artillery's  ee,  man : 
For  had  she  met  te  tirty  duke, 
At  Ford  of  Spey  or  Prae-Culrook, 
Te  plood  of  every  foreign  pouk 

Had  dyed  the  Cherman  Sea,  man. 

We  fought  for  a'  we  loved  an'  had, 
An  for  te  right,  but  Heaven  forpade, 
An*  mony  a  ponny  Highlan  lad 

Lay  pleeding  on  te  prae,  man. 
Fat  could  she  to,  fat  could  she  say  ? 
Te  praif  MacDonald  was  away  ; 
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An'  her  ain  chief,  tat  luckless  day, 
Was  far  ayont  Dumbroy,  man. 

Macpherson  and  Macgregor  poth, 
Te  men  of  Muideart  an'  Glenquoich, 
An'  coot  Mackenzies  of  te  Doich, 

All  absent  frae  te  field,  man. 
Te  sword  was  sharp,  te  arm  was  true, 
Pe  honour  still  her  nainsel's  due, 
Impossibles  she  could  not  to, 

Tho'  laith  she  pe  to  yield,  man. 

When  Charlie  wi'  te  foremost  met ; 
Praif  lad,  he  thought  her  pack  to  get; 
"  Return,  my  friends,  an'  face  tern  yet, 

We'll  conquer  or  we'll  dee,  man." 
Put  Tonald  shumpit  o'er  te  purn, 
An'  swore,  pe  Cot,  she  wadna  turn, 
For  ter  was  nought,  put  shoot  an'  purn, 

An'  hangin'  on  te  tree,  man. 


348  songs. 

O  had  you  seen  tat  hunt  of  teath, 

She  ran  until  she  tint  her  praith, 

Aye  looking  pack  on  Scotland's  skaithe, 

Wi'  hopeless,  shinin'  ee,  man. 
Put  Pritain  ever  may  teplore 
Tat  tay  upon  Culloden  more, 
Her  praifest  sons  laid  in  ter  gore, 

Or  huntit  cruellye,  man. 

O  Cumberland,  what  meant  you  ten, 
To  ravage  ilka  Highland  glen  ? 
Her  crime  was  truth,  an'  love  to  ane, 

She  had  nae  spite  at  thee,  man : 
An'  you  an'  your's  may  yet  pe  glad, 
To  trust  te  honest  Highland  lad ; 
Te  ponnet  plue,  and  pelted  plaid, 

Will  stand  te  last  o'  three,  man. 
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XVII. 

THE  WIDOW'S  LAMENT. 

Air — "  Gilder oy." 

0  thou  art  lovely  yet,  my  boy, 
Even  in  thy  winding-sheet ; 

1  canna  leave  thy  comely  clay, 

An'  features  calm  an*  sweet. 
I  have  no  hope  but  for  the  day 

That  we  shall  meet  again, 
Since  thou  art  gone,  my  bonnie  boy, 

An'  left  me  here  alane. 

I  hoped  thy  sire's  loved  form  to  see, 
To  trace  his  looks  in  thine ; 

An'  saw,  wi'  joy,  thy  sparkling  ee 
Wi'  kindling  vigour  shine : 

I  thought  when  I  was  failed,  I  might 
Wi'  you  an'  yours  remain ; 
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But  thou  art  fled,  my  bonnie  boy, 
An'  left  me  here  alane. 

Now  closed  an'  set  that  sparkling  ee, 

Thy  breast  is  cauld  as  clay ; 
An'  a'  my  hope,  an'  a'  my  joy, 

Wi'  thee  are  reft  away. 
Ah,  fain  wad  I  that  comely  clay 

Reanimate  again ! 
But  thou  art  fled,  my  bonnie  boy, 

An'  left  me  here  alane. 

*    The  flower,  now  fading  on  the  lea, 
Shall  fresher  rise  to  view  ; 

m 

The  leaf,  just  fallen  frae  the  tree, 
The  year  will  soon  renew  :- 

But  lang  may  I  weep  o'er  thy  grave 
Ere  thou  reviv'st  again, 

For  thou  art  fled,  my  bonnie  boy, 
An'  left  me  here  alane ! 
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XVIII. 

THE  GLOAMING  FRAE  THE  WELKIN  HIGH. 

Air—"  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me." 

The  gloaming  frae  the  welkin  high 

Had  chased  the  bonnie  gowden  gleam ; 
The  curtained  east,  in  crimson  dye, 

Hung  heavy  o'er  the  tinted  stream ; 
The  wild  rose,  blushing  on  the  brier, 

Was  set  wi'  draps  o'  shining  dew, — 
As  big  an'  clear  the  bursting  tear 

That  rowed  T  Bettie's  een  sae  blue. 

She  saw  the  dear,  the  little  cot, 
Where  fifteen  years  flew  swiftly  by, 

An  mourned  her  shame  an'  hapless  lot 
That  forced  her  frae  that  hame  to  lie. 

Though  sweet  an'  mild  the  e'ening  smiled, 
Her  heart  was  rent  wi'  anguish  keen, 
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The  mavis  ceased  his  music  wild, 

An'  wondered  what  her  sobs  could  mean. 

"  It  wasna  kind  to  rob  my  mind 

Of  a'  its  peace  for  evermair  ; 
To  blot  my  name  wi'  burning  shame, 

An*  mak  my  parents'  hearts  sae  sair. 
That  hame  how  dare  I  enter  now, 

Ilk  honoured  face  in  tears  to  see, 
Where  oft  I  kneeled  to  hear  the  vow 

Was  offered  frae  the  heart  for  me ! 

"  An'  can  I  lo'e  the  treacherous  man 

Wha  wrought  this  dear  an'  deadly  ill, — 
Wha  marred  sae  fair  an  early  dawn  ? 

Ah,  wae's  my  heart  1  I  lo'e  him  still : 
My  heart  abused,  my  love  misused, 

My  wretched  fate  wi'  tears  I  see ; 
But  maist  I  fear,  my  parents  dear 

Gae  mourning  to  the  grave  for  me !" 
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XIX. 

THE  BRAES  OF  BUSHBY. 

Ae  glenting  cheerful'  simmer  momr 
As  I  cam  owre  the  rigs  o'  Lorn, 
I  heard  a  lassie  all  forlorn 

Lamenting  for  her  Johnnie,  O. 
Her  wild  notes  poured  the  air  alang  ; 
The  Highland  rocks  an7  woodlands  rang, 
An'  aye  the  owreword  o'  her  sang 

Was  "  Bushby  braes  are  bonnie,  O. 

"  On  Bushby  braes  where  blossoms  blow. 
Where  bloom  the  brier  an'  sulky  sloe, 
There  first  I  met  my  only  joe, 

My  dear,  my  faithfu'  Johnnie,  O. 
The  grove  was  dark,  sae  dark  an'  sweet, 
Where  first  my  lad  an'  I  did  meet ; 
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The  roses  blushed  around  our  feet ; 
Then  Bushby  braes  were  bonnie,  O. 

"  Departed  joys,  how  soft,  how  dear, 
That  frae  my  ee  still  wring  the  tear ! 
Yet  still  the  hope  my  heart  shall  cheer 

Again  to  meet  my  Johnnie,  O. 
The  primrose  saw,  an'  blue  hare-bell, 
But  nane  o'  them  our  love  can  tell, 
The  thrilling  joy  I  felt  too  well 

When  Bushby  braes  were  bonnie,  O. 

"  My  lad  is  to  the  Baltic  gane 

To  fight  the  proud  an'  doubtfu'  Dane  : 
For  our  success  my  heart  is  fain  ; 

But  'tis  maistly  for  my  Johnnie,  O. 
Then,  Cupid,  smooth  the  German  Sea, 
An'  bear  him  back  to  Lorn  an'  me  ! 
An'  a'  my  life  I'll  sing  wi'  glee, 

The  Bushby  braes  are  bonnie,  O." 


songs.  355 


XX. 

BLITHE  AN'  CHEERIE. 
Air — "  Blithe,  blithe,  an'  merry  was  she.'"' 

On  Ettrick  clear  there  grows  a  brier, 

An  mony  a  bonnie  blooming  sbaw  ; 
But  Peggie's  grown  the  fairest  flower 

The  braes  o'  Ettrick  ever  saw. 
Her  cheek  is  like  the  woodland  rose ; 

Her  ee  the  violet  set  wi'  dew ; 
The  lily's  fair  without  compare, 

Yet  in  her  bosom  tines  its  hue. 

Had  I  as  muckle  gowd  an'  gear 
As  I  could  lift  unto  my  knee, 

Nae  ither  lass  but  Peggie  dear 
Should  ever  be  a  bride  to  me. 

O  she's  blithe,  an'  O  she's  cheerie> 
O  she's  bonnie,  frank,  an'  free  ! 
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The  sternies  bright,  nae  dewy  night, 
Could  ever  beam  like  Peggie's  ee. 

Had  I  her  hame  at  my  wee  house, 

That  stands  aneath  yon  mountain  high, 
To  help  me  wi'  the  kye  an  ewes, 

An'  in  my  arms  at  e'ening  lie ; 
O  sae  blithe,  an'  O  sae  cheerie, 

O  sae  happy  we  wad  be  ! 
The  lammie  to  the  ewe  is  dear, 

But  Peggie's  dearer  far  to  me. 

But  I  may  sigh  and  stand  abeigh, 
An'  greet  till  I  tine  baith  my  een ; 

Though  Peggie's  smile  my  heart  beguiles, 
She  disna  mind  my  love  a  preen. 

0  I'm  sad,  an'  O  I'm  sorry ! 
Sad  an'  sorry  may  I  be ; 

1  may  be  sick  an'  very  sick, 

But  I'll  be  desperate  sweer  to  dee. 
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XXI. 

THE  BONNIE  LASS  OF  DELORAINE. 

Air — "  Maid  of  Isla." 

STILL  must  my  pipe  lie  idle  by, 

And  worldly  cares  my  mind  annoy  ? 
Again  its  softest  notes  I'll  try, 

So  dear  a  theme  can  never  cloy. 
Last  time  my  mountain  harp  I  strung, 

'Twas  she  inspired  the  simple  strain,— 
That  lovely  flower  so  sweet  and  young, 

The  bonnie  lass  of  Deloraine. 

How  blest  the  breeze's  balmy  sighs 
Around  her  ruddy  lips  that  blow ; 

The  flower  that  in  her  bosom  dies ; 
Or  grass  that  bends  beneath  her  toe. 
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Her  cheek's  endowed  with  powers  at  will 
The  rose's  richest  shade  to  drain ; 

Her  eyes,  what  soft  enchantments  fill ! 
The  bonnie  lass  of  Deloraine. 

Let  Athol  boast  her  birchen  bowers, 

And  Lomond  of  her  isles  so  green ; 
And  Windermere  her  woodland  shores ; 

Our  Ettrick  boasts  a  sweeter  scene : 
For  there  the  evening  twilight  swells 

With  many  a  wild  and  melting  strain ; 
And  there  the  pride  of  beauty  dwells, 

The  bonnie  lass  of  Deloraine. 

If  Heaven  shall  keep  her  aye  as  good, 
And  bonnie  as  she  wont  to  be, 

The  world  may  into  Ettrick  crowd, 
And  nature's  first  perfection  see. 

Glencoe  has  drawn  the  wanderer's  eye, 
And  StafFa  in  the  western  main ; 
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These  natural  wonders  ne'er  can  vie 
Wi'  the  bonnie  lass  of  Deloraine. 

May  health  still  cheer  her  beauteous  face, 

And  round  her  brow  may  honour  twine  ; 
And  Heaven  preserve  that  breast  in  peace, 

Where  meekness,  love,  and  duty  join ! 
But  all  her  joys  shall  cheer  my  heart, 

And  all  her  griefs  shall  give  me  pain ; 
For  never  from  my  soul  shall  part 

The  bonnie  lass  of  Deloraine. 


THE  END. 


Printed  by  Walker  &  Greig, 
Edinburgh. 
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